













no. 3 - spring 2016 


PO BOX 12343 
Chicago IL 60612 
nofriendszine.com 
nofriendszine@gmail.com 


CONTRIBUTORS 

Dan Abbott, Ken Adamson, Vasko Atanasoski, Jordan Atkins, Danny Bailey, Dean 
Berlinblau, Matthew Bowman, Brandon Harrod, Justin Davisson, Dr. Jose, Elle Esse, Jeff 
Gammill, Susie Garden, Jakob GoQueerly, Vadim Gurov, John Hoffman, Stefan Jonas, Andy 
Junk, Tyler Kasuboski, Steven Koontz, Billy Luetzen, Gregory Malaev, Keelan McMorrow, 
Amanda Neuman, Jesse Ponkamo, Amber Rae, Kyle Sando, Vinny Segretario, Alex 
Stillman, Martin Sorrondeguy, Luke Herron-Titus, Trista Winn, Vanessa X. 


REVIEWERS 

Dan Agacki, Eric Apnea, Matt Army, Chris Avgerin, Thomas B., Chris Barnes, Danny 
Bailey, Daniel Becker, Ed Blair, Amelinda Burich, Alix Carl, Chris Case, Chago, Denis 
Chavez, Justin Davisson, Ben Eads, Sami Fink, Gaybobz, Jim Gies, Chris Gottlieb, Jim 
Griffiths, Bubba Hansen, Harold, Kate Heitmanek, J.Pool, Ian Jackson, Scotty Kidd, 
Robbie Komen, Ashly McCord, Nathan Miller, Ray Martinez, Tim Murphy, Nicolai, Nitin 
Nagoankar, Vito Nusret, Sloppy Pile, Morgan Purcell, F. Ramirez, Jessica Raygun, Nick 
Reetz, Lucas S., Paul Schwartz, Ted Sweeney, Tomek, Bee Traverse, Mary Vallon, Eric 
Wally, Justin Wexler, Anna Wilkie, Clement Wink, James Zajackowski 

FRONT COVER: 

Photo: Cyrus Aluni 


BACK COVER: 

Photo: Patrick Houdek 


SPECIAL FLEXIBLE THANKS TO: 

VIOLENCE CREEPS (Oakland, CA) violencecreeps.bandcamp.com 
SHOCKWAVES (Brooklyn, NY) 

TV SLIME (Chicago, IL) tvslime.bandcamp.com 
BLEEDING GUMS (Chicago, IL) bleedinggumsrnr.bandcamp.com 

WEBSITE: 

Ben Smith 

TECH SUPPORT: 

Jonathan Munga 

EDITORS: 

Ray Martinez 
James Zajackowski 


ISSUES & DISTRIBUTION: 


ADVERTISING: 


1/6 PAGE 
(2.5” x 5”) 

$30/check or money order, 
$31.20/Paypal 

1/3 PAGE 
(5” x 5”) 

$85/check or money order, 
$87.77/Paypal 

1/2 PAGE 
(7.5” x 5”) 

$123/check or money order, 
$128.93/Paypal 

FULL PAGE 
(7.5” x 10”) 

$275/check or money order, 
$283.28/Paypal 


SUBSCRIPTIONS: 

USA: 

$6.50 each / 4 issue 
sub (year long) $22 

CANADA: 

$7.50 each / 4 issue sub 
(year long) $25 

WORLD: 

$8.50 each / 4 issue 
sub (year long) $30 


USA: 

5 copies for $22.75/ 
check or money order, 
$23.36/Paypal 

CANADA: 

5 copies $27.75/Paypal 
WORLD: 

5 copies $32.50/ Paypal 


AD FORMAT: 

JPEG or TIFF (300 DPI), or PDF All prices in USD and include postage. We also accept bitcoin. Pay- 
(with fonts embedded), or mail pal nofriendszine@gmail.com. Contact nofriendszine@gmail.com for 
physical ad at the correct size most current pricing. 


CURRENTLY AVAILABLE FROM 


US STORES: 

Acadeny Records - New York, NY 
All Day Records - Carrboro, NC 
AH In Books - West Bend, WI 
All Killer No Filler - Chattanooga TN 
Better Read Than Dead - Brooklyn, NY 
Bionic Records - Fullerton, CA 
Bric-A-Brac Records - Chicago, IF 
Celebrated Summer - Baltimore, MD 
Dead Media - Minneapolis, MN 
Dripper World - Brooklyn, NY 
Dumb Records - Springfield, IF 
End of an Ear Records - Austin, TX 
Extreme Noise - Minneapolis, MN 
Fuel Cafe - Milwaukee, WI 
Goner Records - Memphis, TN 
Green Noise Records - Portland, OR 
Jerk Dog Records - Bradenton, FF 
Fagniappe Records - Fayetteville, FA 
Fandlocked Music - Bloomington, IN 
Laurie’s Planet of Sound - Chicago, IF 
Fogan Hardware Records - Chicago, IF 
Odd Obsession Movies - Chicago, IF 
Permanent Records - Chicago, IF 
Plaza Records - Carbondale, IF 
Quimby’s - Chicago, IF 


Reckless Records - Chicago, IF 
Rushmor Records - Milwaukee, WI 
Subversion Records - Gainesville, FF 
Thrillhouse Records - San Francisco, CA 
The Upside - Kansas City, MO 
Vintage Vinyl - St. Fouis, MO 
Vinyl Conflict - Richmond, VA 

DISTROS: 

CTD, ltd. 

Diseased Audio 
Ebullition 
Feel It 

Florida’s Dying/Total Punk 

Hip Kid 

Lost Cat 

Permanent 

Rerun 

Tor Johnson 

INTERNATIONAL: 

CANADA: 

Faith/ Void - Toronto, ON 


Hits and Misses Records - Vancouver, 
BC 

GERMANY: 

Per Koro Records - Bielefeld 

JAPAN: 

Base Records 

Cat Food Money Records (mailorder) 

Nat Records 

Vegreca 

NETHERLANDS: 

Don’t Buy Records 

NORWAY: 

Byllepest Distro 

RUSSIA: 

Sadwave Distro 

SWEDEN: 

Push My Buttons Distro 
Burning Hell Records 

UK: 

Different Kitchen Records 




The first time I heard East London Trio Shopping ’s debut 
LP Consumer Complaints I could’ve sworn I stumbled 
upon a lost recording from Rough Trade’s late 1970s 
back catalogue. A band that could have bridged the 
gap between Delta 5 and the Slits. This record gave me 
the same feeling as the first time I heard the Raincoats ’ 
Fairytale In The Supermarket 7” or Swell Maps’ Read 
About Seymour 7”. 

Shopping combines jangly angular, and almost 
experimental tendencies of those bands, and finishes it off 
with a 1-2 disco/funk beat. Even though it may sound like 
it was written 40 years ago, it still manages to be fresh and 
relevant by touching on various topics from consumerism 
to romantic relationships. Stalwarts of the London DIY 


scene, Shopping are a hardworking bunch. They ’ve kept 
busy between constantly hitting the road and working at 
London s DIY show space Power Lunches. 

Since the release of Consumer Complaints on 
their own label Milk Records at the tail end of 2013, 
(later reissued by Fatcat records in the US), they released 
their sophomore LP Why Choose on Fatcat records and 
embarked on a full North American/United Kingdom tour. 
I was lucky enough to catch up with Shopping during that 
North American tour in Minneapolis at the historic 7 th 
Street Entry. I asked these questions before they played a 
very tight, energetic set before opening for Shannon and 
the Clams. Intro and interview by Steven Krysko. Photos 
provided by the band. 


Steven: First of all tell me who you 
are, what you do in the band and 
what you’re going to dress up as for 
Halloween? 

Rachel: My name’s Rachel, I play guitar. 
Andrew: I’m Andrew, I play drums. 
Billy: Billy, I play bass. 

Andrew: And Halloween costumes we 
would go as dead shop assistants, Dawn 
of the Dead, or people of the morgue. 
Rachel: Dead bankers. 

Andrew: Yeah, dead bankers is another 
one, over-sized suit jackets. We’ll see 
what we can find in thrift shops basically, 
put blood on it and that will be the outfit. 
Steven: Where are you guys playing 
on Halloween? 

Andrew: Playing in Seattle on 

Halloween. 


Steven: Driving all the way there from 
here? 

Andrew: Yep, where are we going from 
here? 17 hour drive is next. We’re going 
to Missoula. 

Steven: How has your North American 
tour been? Is this the first time any 
of you have been to North America? 
Andrew: Rachel and Billy have both 
toured the US in different bands before; 
I’ve never been outside of New York in 
any capacity. This is my first time out of 
New York in the US. It’s really good to be 
playing music here, so that’s cool. An 
excuse to see loads of cities. . . 

Steven: How have the shows been 
generally, up to this point? 

Rachel: Really good! We’ve been 
touring with Shannon and the Clams and 


all the shows have been really busy and 
really fun. 

Andrew: Fans of Shannon and the Clams 
have been really amazing, very up for a 
party. Fun crowd! 

Steven: Compared to playing in 
Europe or the UK, are there a lot of 
noticeable differences? 

Rachel: One thing I’ve noticed is 
when people come up to you after the 
show to tell you they liked you they’ll 
always introduce themselves. In the UK 
someone will be like “That was really 
good!” and they’ll just run away! 

All: (laughter) 

Andrew: If they get the nerve to do that! 
Rachel: It’s nice; you actually talk to 
people and have full conversations. 
Andrew: It changes, we’ve come in and 


out of different territories and Canada. Each state has got its 
own identity I suppose. The onuses have been different as much 
as they have been different across the countries of Europe. 
Changes from place to place, hard to say if the audience has 
been different. Some audiences have been really, really great. 
Some audiences have been kinda like, “Are they into this at 
all?” And afterwards they have been really like, “Oh, this was 
amazing!” It’s all quite hard to describe as one thing, it’s too 
big and I’m sure it’s going to continue to change. We’ve hardly 
touched the concept of it. 

Steven: Have you mostly been playing at bigger venues? Or 
have you played any basements or anything like that? 
Andrew: We played the practice space at Silent Barn in New 
York. That was our first gig in New York, that’s quite small but 
that was cool. I really liked the vibe of Silent Barn. That’s like 
the only gig that we’ve set up ourselves on this tour that was like 
the beginning show we wanted to play before kicking off. We 
did like CMJ in New York, 
those were quite hectic. 

They were small venues, 
but because it was CMJ it 
was like quite mad, busy 
and industry. No house 
parties, yet. 

Steven: So Why Choose 
just came out on FatCat and I feel quite soon after your first 
record, how far apart were both of them recorded? They 
sound very similar like they would have been done one 
after the other... 

Billy: There was a reissue in the US of the first one, we actually 
released that in 2013 (November 
2013 in the UK), when we signed to 
FatCat because we didn’t release 
every year they wanted to release 
that for us. We recorded that in 2013. 

Rachel: So it wasn’t as fast as it may have seemed, but that 
would be kinda crazy. 

Billy: We’re not that productive! 

All: (laughter) 

Andrew: It would sound quite similar, because the guy that 
mixed and mastered the first record is a friend of ours called 
Jamie. We really liked how he made stuff sound, so we got him 
to record and mix the second album; we did it in his studio in 
Glasgow. We were like “it’s gonna sound similar”. 

Steven: How did you end up signing with FatCat? 
Did they just approach you after hearing the record? 
Andrew: Yeah, a friend of a friend turned out to be someone 
who worked for FatCat and have seen our shows and stuff 
before. She’d always been really complimentary and be like 
“We love that record, we play it in the office all the time.” Cool, 
OK, whatever, but then eventually she was kinda taking it to 
whoever at FatCat telling them we should release these people 
in America — so eventually that’s what happened. It’s all been 
fairly straightforward, 
quite naturally 

happened that way. She 
was at our shows a lot, 
eventually she said we 
should talk, and then 
she was saying about 
how much they love the 
record. They do stuff in a 
really nice way, they’ve 
been really supportive 
of us and haven’t ever 
been anything shady. It’s 
always been quite easy 
and straightforward 
dealing with them, just 
a bit bigger than our 
own label. Like be able 
to afford to fly us out to 
America for instance, 
never have been able to 


do that under our own steam so that’s cool. 

Steven: In the song “Why Wait?” there’s a line “Why wait 
when it’s all at your fingertips?” So I guess when this 
record first came out I was able to listen to it on Spotify 
right exactly when it came out. Do you think finding music 
that easily makes people more inclined to buy a record in 
the year 2015, or is it about the same if not? 

Rachel: I think it’s cool if people can get our music even for 
free if it means they’ll come to a show. Even if they don’t have a 
record player they might buy a shirt or bag, or buy the record 
and just look at it. 

All: (laughter) 

Rachel: I just really want people to come and see us. Who starts 
a band now and is like, “Let’s sell records!” No one does that. 
All: (laughter) 

Steven: A lot of your music seems to be very based on the 
modern world’s habits of consumerism. Does Shopping 
mean to have a direct political 
message regarding that? Or is 
it just more of commentary or 
observations regarding these sorts 
of issues? 

Andrew: Yeah, I think it’s just that 
the songwriting is really immediate. 
We don’t toil over our message that 
we’re trying to get across. Those things, fundamental bullshit-y 
things among society play on your mind when you write songs. 
When you do it’s really immediate like jamming stuff out in 
a practice space, those things are kind of at the forefront of 
everything I guess. You can’t help but be part of that system. 

Rachel: It has a frustration but it’s also quite 
light-hearted, it’s not like a dry political 
message we’re trying to communicate. 

Andrew: We never try to be like “I don’t give 
a spat or whatever,” we have these opinions 
that I’m sure everyone our age and situation has so people 
can relate. We write about those things because that’s at the 
forefront of everyone’s mindset surely. 

Steven: I’ve never been to London, seems like a very 
massive place. Where does Shopping fit in there? Where do 
you usually find yourselves playing shows and with what 
types of bands and spaces? 

Rachel: We all work at a venue called Power Lunches. We play 
there all the time and practice there because it’s run by friends 
and everyone who works there is a musician, so its really easy 
to get involved in organizing stuff there and playing there. 
There’s like a lack of spaces at the moment in London, but 
there’s new spaces opening up as we speak. But it’s insanely 
expensive to live there and it’s a really difficult city to live in. 
Andrew: There was a huge lack of not-for-profit venues and 
gigs happening because squatting had been clamped down, 
so those kinda punk shows that were kinda like an initial. . . Our 
introduction has been similar. We played DIY shows at Power 

Lunches, or someone 
like Bryony would put on 
a Big Takeover and our 
bands would play that 
and I feel that until DIY 
spaces opened there 
was a huge lack of it, 
and it’s still really hard. 
It’s ridiculous that it’s 
the only not-for-profit 
venue space in London, 
in a city that large. Just 
because in London it’s 
so fucking hard to like 
get a space and have 
those kind of places. We 
are really fortunate that 
we have Power Lunches, 
which although it is a 
for-profit business is 
like DIY-Mindset, run by 


What are you going to dress 
up as for Halloween? 


| “Dead bankers.” 




musicians and provides us a home. 
Rachel: I think we’ve always been the 
kind of band that couldn’t exist without 
those spaces. I think that’s kind of 
important, we just wouldn’t have started 
the band either. We would be like 
“where do we practice?” 

Andrew: Oh wait, none of us have like a 
real job! How are we going to afford to 
pay? 

Rachel: None of us own amps or 
whatever, we’re not just involved in that 
scene we come from it and we rely on it. 

Steven: Do you also find yourselves 
playing a lot of other places in the UK 
in surrounding areas? Or is it mostly 
in London? 

Andrew: Recently the only gigs we’ve 
really been doing in London have 
been like the album launch, which we 
organized ourselves. Apart from that 
we’ve kinda been doing a lot of like, 
support shows for touring bands that 
have been coming through or whatever. 
Outside of London we’ve toured the 
UK like a fucking million times now, 
we often play gigs around the country. 
We’ve recently been doing a lot more 
tours — that Merchandise tour we 
did late last year and then we played 
with ESG. We’ve been playing a lot 
but outside London, but these are like 
support shows in different venues than 
what we are used to I guess. 

Steven: Ok cool, who came up with the 
idea for the video “Straight Lines”? Is 
there any significance regarding that 
video to the song? 

Billy: Our friend, the director Margarita 
Louca, came up with the idea — she had 
a whole reason for that. The song is 
kind of about someone being used in a 
relationship and kind of ignored. That 
is basically what’s happening in the 
video, ghosts of past relationships just 
sort of like existing in space and being 
overlooked I guess. 

Andrew: People that are in a relationship 
where they are kinda complicit in being 
used in that way, where you’re happy 
to let yourself be part of the furniture. 
That’s kinda the basis of the video I 
think, it’s a very one-sided relationship. 
Where in the video I’m walking around 
and I’m just doing my daily thing and 
I’m sitting on stuff or whatever and it 
turns out that thing I’m sitting on is a 
human underneath, or there will be like 
furnishing where someone’s holding up 
a curtain and it will be someone naked 
underneath it. Basically because the 
song is me talking about being complicit 
in a relationship where you are being 
used and being kind of alright with it. So 
I guess that’s where it comes from. 
Steven: When it comes to songwriting 
I’ve noticed there’s certain songs 
where one of you mostly sings, 
for songs like that is that song 
specifically you wrote regarding a 
certain situation or a certain story? 
Andrew: I don’t think there’s any that 
are massively autobiographical or that 
we’ve languished over the story, or 


we’ve got this thing that we need to tell. 
They can have those meanings, those 
connections can happen. The songs that 
I sing on for instance, if the lyrics are 
not just complete nonsense and mean 
nothing, then they are kinda like a non- 
autobiographical story, something I’ve 
just been dwelling on. 

Rachel: The fun thing about this band 
is where we kinda do a similar type 
of songwriting where it’s like you 
don’t have to be honest and make up 
characters, and you can just get really 
into these imaginary scenarios rather 
than like having to be really earnest and 
honest about singing about your own 
life. It’s kinda fun! 

Steven: When I first heard your first 
record ( Consumer Complaints) it 
really sounded like something that 
could have been written in the past, 
almost like it could have been written 
40 years ago. Coming from an area 
where bands have had a legacy of 
sounding similar, would you say 
those factors have a lot of influence on 
the way you write music? Like those 
geographical and historical factors of 
those past bands from your area? 
Andrew: Maybe, I guess so. When I was 
first getting into music with guitars in it I 
was listening to a lot of UK-centric post- 
punk and stuff from there. I suppose 
even just like punk music from the UK, 
the notion of just being able to do it and 
picking up an instrument and anyone 
can do this kind of thing. I guess that did 
inform my taste in music and how I came 
about playing in bands and how I play. I 
suppose in that way it has, yeah. I really 
admire and respect the UK post-punk 
bands from the early ‘80s and late ‘70s. 
I think there’s some serious trailblazing 
happening there, but then I also don’t 
think we ever tried to mimic, although it 
does sound like it could have been from 
‘79 or ‘80 in London or Birmingham or 
whatever. We never tried to mimic that 
style, I kinda think that if anything we’ve 
kind of come up naturally with the same 
kind of way of doing it the way that they 
did. I imagine maybe that in the late ‘70s 
these post-punk bands we’re coming to 
their music the same way that we are, 
like we have a guitarist that doesn’t play 
chords, a drummer that can’t really play 
drums except a four-to-the-floor dance 
beat, and a really funky bass player. 
Those were the ingredients for post 
punk I think, and that’s the music that 
comes out. It’s kinda what has to come 
out, especially when you’re trying to 
make people dance. That’s just what has 
to happen! 

Rachel: You said about bands from 
London or bands from the UK? It wasn’t 
like a conscious decision of a sound we 
chose, but I did find it really inspiring 
listening to bands like the Slits and the 
Raincoats when I was younger. Also like 
Delta 5, bands that played weirder and 
funkier music but sang in a really like 
cut-glass English accent I thought that 
was really cool. It was kinda weird and 


like had this awkwardness to it, I found 
quite charming and quite inspiring 
because I thought we could do that and 
we don’t have to be from America. I 
think that’s quite important. 

Andrew: Even like bands from the UK 
much lately, Rachel says she got the 
kind of notion that she could sing in a 
band from Electrelane, where Verity 
(who sings in Electrelane) who doesn’t 
have the greatest voice, maybe she’ll 
disagree? 

All: (laughter) 

Rachel: I think she has the greatest 
voice! 

Andrew: She does have the greatest 
voice! It’s not classically trained opera 
or whatever, she’s not a pop singer 
either. It’s just a really emotive voice. 
Rachel: She has like a real voice. It 
sounds like a real human being and not 
a robot. 

Andrew: And that kind of music, hearing 
people who can’t really sing like a pop 
diva singing. I guess none of us, well 
Billy of course can sing. Classically 
trained, she’s essentially Enya re-born. 
But for us two... 

Billy: Enya’s not dead. 

All: (laughter) 

Andrew: Enya’s not dead, but if she 
were to die Billy would swiftly take her 
mantle. 

Steven: What was really important in 
starting this band? Because you guys 
all came from a DIY scene in London? 
Were you previously involved with 
this before starting this band? 
Andrew: Yeah, that’s how we all met and 
know each other. 

Rachel: Andrew put on my first ever gig 
in my first ever band, so pretty much. 
Andrew: That was the first gig I ever put 
on in London, when I moved to London 
I did some house gigs and Rachel’s first 
band played. I was doing loads of gigs in 
London, I’m pretty sure Wet Dog played, 
maybe one of them I don’t know. Or the 
people that I knew we went to go see Wet 
Dog, and I think that’s the first time I knew 
who Billy was. Then when we started this 
other band together, we were in like a 
5-piece before. That’s when we all really 
got to know each other. Yeah, I guess 
that’s all through DIY-music in London, 
being around, playing gigs, putting on 
shows. 

Steven: After signing with FatCat and 
having them reissue your record, 
along with doing a new record, have 
you noticed a lot more attention from 
people in general? You were saying 
earlier it was a lot easier to get over 
here. I noticed you had an interview 
in NME . Have you been getting a lot 
more press like that? 

Rachel: Yeah, well with Milk we still had 
a press person. There’s more people 
working on that for FatCat I suppose, its 
hard to tell I mean. I hope that people are 
just seeing it and liking it and wanting 
to write about it, I don’t know. Perhaps 
that’s naive? 

Andrew: There is still probably quite a 


closed shop sometimes with like certain 
bigger press or whatever. Maybe it’s still 
really good to have that kind of backing 
a bit, like kind of legitimized in the views 
of bigger publications. Or American, 
especially press stuff, people would 
never have heard of you. Whereas we 
have been doing alright in the UK, you 
know. People have heard of us a bit, we 
got off our own backs on national radio. 
We had people write about us in the NME 
that was kind of happening just because 
we were playing a lot and touring a lot 
and people were talking about us a 
bit. It’s really good to have those kinds 
of fast-tracks, like get those doors 
opening a lot quicker now. And maybe 
a lot more press interest, and that means 
a lot of people are hearing it. When 
you’re talking about something like 
America, so vast I think that everyone 
who would have been interested in this 
kind of music would hear it and if they 
like it, they like it you know? To get the 
maximum amount of people that might 
like this stuff to come to our shows and 
dance and whatever, you kinda got to 
get out there and let people know. So it’s 
been cool, I think there has been a bit 
more attention and it’s so far been pretty 
good. We’ll see. 

Steven: Have you seen any interesting 
roadside attractions in the USA that 
you would like to talk about? 

Andrew: We missed out on one... 
Rachel: We haven’t had much time to do 
fun stuff. 

Andrew: We tried to stop at House on 
The Rock in Madison, WI but we didn’t 
have time in the end, you say that like its 
good? Is it good? 

Steven: Yeah, it’s a good thing. You 
can walk pretty far off the edge of a 
cliff. It’s pretty terrifying. 

All: (laughter) 

Andrew: Our friend Stephi told us we 


have to go see this “Eco Truck Stop,” 
which is somewhere along the middle of 
the West Coast or something, Towards 
the south maybe? Whose is it? 

Rachel: Willie Nelson! 

Andrew: Its Willie Nelson’s eco truck 
stop, completely eco friendly and 
organic products run by Willie Nelson. 
Rachel: The food is so bad in truck stops 
here. In the UK we actually have quite 
nice food in roadside places. 

Andrew: Sometimes... 

Rachel: No, well, you can get a banana 
every now and then. You see a banana 
in a truck stop here and you have to buy 
it even if you don’t really want one, you 
know that’s like the only piece of fresh 
fruit or vegetable you will see in the next 
six hours. 

Steven: Fair enough! 

Rachel: Sorry, I don’t know why I got so 
angry! 

All: (laughter) 

Rachel: Phew! There’s bananas here, it’s 
OK! Anyways, that’s why we’re excited 
about Willie Nelson’s truck stop. 
Andrew: For multiple reasons. 

Steven: Comparing touring the UK, 
Europe and North America (so far) 
has it been a lot harder, easier or just 
different? 

Billy: The distances are way further that 
you have to travel. 

Andrew: Yeah the distances are a lot 
further. This tour we’re supporting 
someone who has got an established... 
Like the shows are pretty much sold 
out everywhere. We’re not really 
organizing much about that so I guess 
that’s kind of easy. We can kind of keep 
track with what’s happening, basically 
we turn up to the venue and its fine. 
Where in like the UK we’re running our 
own tours and stuff, obviously you got 
to be a bit more on top of it, a bit more 
work involved. So that’s harder but then 


also the distances are less so you know, 
swing some roundabouts. Some things 
are easier, some things are harder. 
We’re not like mega well known even 
in the UK, we’re still fairly small. But in 
the US I feel like we’re really unknown 
especially going off the back of being a 
support with a bigger band. Hopefully 
we’re winning people over, we are 
winning people over! I think it’s been 
going good, people are into it, but we’re 
going in cold sometimes. People have 
never heard of us, those people come up 
to us after shows that we’ve been playing 
with Shannon and the Clams, and are 
like “I’ve never heard of you before, I 
wasn’t expecting that. I didn’t know what 
to expect!” Some people are like, “Oh, 
I came here for this, but like you we’re 
really good!” People haven’t heard of 
us for the most part so that’s different as 
well. 

Steven: So what’s next for Shopping? 
Any future plans/goals with this 
band? 

Rachel: I think just some more touring 
and then working on another album. Just 
more of the same, just keep it going. 
Andrew: We’re still here for another 
month going around everywhere and 
then when we get back to the UK we got a 
UK December tour for like ten shows, or 
ten days maybe? Then early next year a 
full European tour, then back here again 
in summer or something? I don’t know 
it’s just kinda nonstop, touring a lot. At 
some point working our day jobs again, 
maybe for like a couple of days? We’ll 
see. 

Steven: That’s all I have, you guys 
want to add anything? Any last words? 
Rachel: If you come and see us play, 
dance! 

Andrew: Be prepared! 

Rachel: Be prepared to dance, please! 
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Ray: I wanted to start off by talking about the 
label. You’ve been doing it for, what, ten years 
now? 

Cory: No, but close. 

Ray: When did you start? 

Cory: The first record came out in like Febru- 
ary of 2007. 

Ray: 2007? I thought it was. . . 

Cory: Yeah. It’s like eight and a half or what- 
ever years. By the time this sees the light of 
day it will have been eight and a half years. I 
was on tour in August of 2006 and we were 
just bitching about people putting out records: 
people charging too much for records or kids 
doing a bad job. Because kids are like “I have a 
job at this Jimmy Johns. I can put out records.” 
They’re like 17, they don’t know. Shit was way 
cheaper then, so you could easily do that on a 
Jimmy Johns’ salary. But, ya know, we were 
all slightly older, or in my case much older, and 
these kids were just dragging their feet on this 
and that. It was completely awesome that these 
kids were into putting out our record, but we 
ended up paying for a third of it and handling 
distribution. I started trading it. And I’m like, 
“why don’t I stop complaining and put out my 
own records?! “My band was like, “You’ve 


been telling us how much this costs, this is 
how, much it costs to ship. . . you could do this 
many. . . blah blah blah.” 

Ray: So you were basically doing it anyway, 
even though someone else put it out? 

Cory: Yeah, I was starting to do it, and I had 
been working at Fuel for a year, so I had a 
job again. But I thought, “I guess I just don’t 
have a lot of money. “But eventually it was, 
“Yeah, what the fuck. . .” And then we pitched 
in together - the band members and a friend of 
ours. We’ll put it on this label, but we’ll all chip 
in and put out the 7”. Protestant’s bass player 
at the time loaned me money to put out a Prot- 
estant CD because he was like “Dude, I’m in 
the band now and we should rerelease this shit 
because nobody has it. You’re sold out, right? 
The band’s sold out. The kid still has some, but 
fuck that, let’s just put it out on CD. Here’s a 
grand.” Because back then you could still sell 
a CD. Then we started trading them. Trading 
and trading. I had a little table. I mean, I used 
to lay stuff flat on tables, that’s how little I had 
to sell. Like for, ya know, a show. People would 
buy it because people didn’t set up distros as 
much back then. I was like, “Oh, this is tight. 
Cool. I can sell this.” The band got their money 


back, I paid off the other people, and the la- 
bel was fine. It’s like going into business with 
somebody. . . it’s the worst idea in the world - 
like to have to rationalize spending the money 
on cigarettes and pizza instead of putting it into 
a bank account. It’s my money. If I sell a Cloud 
Rat LP I can buy a glass of beer with it. I don’t 
have to tell my partner, “Here’s four dollars.” 
Because I’ve talked to people who have said, 
“We should partner up.” And then you realize, 
“Aww shit. We have to run it like a business.” 
Ray: But you’ve done split releases. . . 

Cory: Yeah, I’ve done a ton. That’s different. 
It’s like pooling your money and nobody owes 
anybody anything, except for what you can 
do with it. There’s rules... sorta. Don’t trade 
it into my country or don’t trade it into my 
town. Those rules are loose. Once in a while 
you’ll get a, “Why did you sell that to Relapse,” 
or, “Why did you trade that into Germany?” 
And it’s like, “Well, they wanted my other re- 
cords. “Eh... sorry. Ya know, it happens. Or 
sometimes it’s even, “They don’t like dealing 
with you.” Or they don’t like dealing with me. 
There’s just people who have their preferenc- 
es. I would almost say that every other record I 
do someone else is involved, because of either 




more territory or because it’s easier. Or be- 
cause I don’t want to spend that much money. 
I did an Abbadon 7”and some dude in South 
Dakota was like, “I’ll split it with ya,” Because 
he was friends with Abbadon. I didn’t know 
who this guy was. We each put in 500 bucks 
or whatever, back then it was like 400 bucks. 
Awesome! Here’s your copies. Then you see 
who gets rid of it first. 

Ray: Yeah, you probably still got a closet full 
of ‘em. 

Cory: That’s happened before. People have 
been like, “I’ve got all these records. You want 
some of ‘em?” No. That was two years ago. 
Fuck no. 

Ray: That’s not even a band anymore. 

Cory: I feel really bad for you, but no. I mean 
it happens to me too. There are people who I’m 
sure sell records faster than I do because what- 
ever band is big in their country. 

Ray: The first record was. . . You did it at first 
mainly just to put out Protestant records. 
Cory: The plan was to do a Protestant 7” and 
a Rhino Charge, a band we had toured with in 
California, LP. To Live A Lie had 
done a 7” for them. Some kids from 
California had done a split with us. 

There were two brothers in the band 
at the time, or something like that. 

They were really tight. So I’m like, 

“Yeah, I’ll do a Rhino Charge LP. 

That’s a great idea!” And of course 
immediately when you say that the 
band falls apart. You know, it was a 
really good excuse to put out Prot- 
estant records. I think it was that 
spring of 2007, when we came back 
from that tour, where I paid people 
off. We had sold enough records - 
or Protestant had at least. We did whatever 
accounting we had to do. . . “Alright, here’s 
your 150 bucks back.” 

After that it was like that it just 
so happened that as Protestant was starting, 
Get Rad started, Abbadon started, and Half 
Gorilla had started. My friends were like, 
“Aw, cool! Milwaukee! I’m back in the scene 
again.” I hadn’t really been in the scene. I was 
in grind bands or whatever. I hadn’t been doing 
punk rock shit, and then via the label I was like 
“Aw, yeah. I’m doing stuff again.” So I said, 
“Whoever wants to do a record, or whoever 
needs a record, let’s talk.” Then I went to an 
Oroku show. The first two Halo of Flies releas- 
es were out and another couple were planned, 
maybe even at the pressing plant. But I went to 
an Oroku show and I ran into this kid Kano, 
who lives in Mexico now. He had a distro box 
set up. He says “Check out my records. . . This 
is fucking awesome... Oh yeah, you’d really 
like that. . .” And I see this Fall Of Efrafa record 
and I remembered way in the back of my head 
that Slug and Lettuce had given this glowing 
review either to their demo or to the LP. And 
he was like, “Oh, you’d really like that.” Ok, 
fine. I remember that name. It looks cool. I’ll 


buy it. I ended up hanging out with the guy and 
his friend for a couple hours. I got home late 
at night and I couldn’t put it on the stereo, so I 
found it online or maybe even downloaded it, 
and listened to it and was like “Holy fuck, this 
is the best thing ever.” I immediately emailed 
the band offering them a 7”. And maybe the 
next day the singer replied with, “Holy crap. 
That’s awesome. But our songs are too long for 
7”s. . . and we don’t really have enough materi- 
al for a new record. But, we’re gonna do a CD 
version of our new LP and these other labels 
are involved, you should email them and see 
what’s up.” Ok. That sounds great. 

CD’s were still a viable format. And 
then, kaboom, instant explosion. As soon as 
that happened, by that summer of 2007, 1 was 
actually selling records. The US was catch- 
ing on to this band that no one had ever heard 
of, and all of a sudden they were the biggest 
crust band in the world. People in Asheville, 
DC, Richmond were like, “Fall of Efara! Ive 
heard them! Oh my god!” I had this whole box 
of CDs that I sold on tour. I had Fall of Efara, 


and from that point the label doubled in size 
by the end of that year. They had another re- 
cord they wanted to do. They were like, “Hey, 
were gonna do a double LP!” I still didn’t have 
money so I said that I’ll do 100. I’ll take like 
70, or whatever, of 1000 we press. I didn’t 
really know what I was doing. I didn’t have 
2000 Euro. A Euro was like $1.45 back then. 
Because I became the “go to” on that, and then 
other things, it was perfect. The review section 
was blowing up in Maximum RocknRoll . La- 
bels like To Live A Lie, A3 89, and TankCrimes 
were starting to put out quality records. And 
then all of sudden, “Oh, shit!” Because of Fall 
of Efara, and other cool things I was doing, I 
decided “This is cool. This is working out. I 
can buy LP mailers now. “ 

It’s so funny how it was in the be- 
ginning, dumpstering cardboard to try to 


make mailers. I didn’t know what the fuck I 
was doing. Trading with labels that don’t ex- 
ist anymore. When people would take 20, and 
now they take two. The market was different. 
There’s 50 times more records out compared to 
2007. 

Ray: You mentioned that you were a bit older 
than everybody. How old were you when you 
started the label? 

Cory: Old! I was super old. If you count 2006 
as when it started, I was 33. 

Ray: And you had never tried to put out re- 
cords before? 

Cory: Well, that’s the thing. Back in... Peo- 
ple ask me that, “What did you think...” I 
used to talk to Kent McClard and Dan from 
Profane on the phone when I was 17 and 18 
years old. I used to distro their stuff and they 
were like, really cheap. Those were the bands 
that weren’t big yet, but people were into. Like 
Destroy, Econochrist, Downcast, and Born 
Against. I would call Kent saying, “I need 
to place a wholesale order.” We were trading 
zines, or something, back then. And he’s like, 
“Ok! Those LPs 
are $3.50” And I 
would take five of 
this, five of that, 
and I would just 
send him a money 
order. We did that 
for a while and 
then consignment 
later, as he start- 
ed to trust me. I 
would be on the 
phone with him 
for an hour and 
he would be tell- 
ing me how much everything 
cost and how to do it. How he 
was thinking about opening up 
an actual record label and a dis- 
tribution thing. Dan from Pro- 
fane, at that time they were huge, 
I thought I was talking to some 
crusty rockstar. They were put- 
ting out a lot of shit, but they were small in ‘91. 

The landscape then. . . there weren’t 
DIY labels. There was Vermiform, Gravity, 
Profane, and few others. They were tinier. 
This guy was putting out all these cool re- 
cords I was super into like Sofahead, Atavis- 
tic, and weird stuff from the UK that you’d 
never imagine knowing about. So eventually 
it would come up every five or so years when 
I was hanging out with friends of mine, they’d 
be like “Oh yeah, we should totally put out a 
record!” Instantly I’d be like, “It’s gonna cost 
this much. . . It’s gonna cost that much. . .” And 
then I would drop out. Either I dropped outta 
the scene or I was no longer in that band. Back 
then you would only do tapes and CDs. It just 
stuck with me and eventually I decide, “Fuck 
it. I’m in this band, We’re doing weird punk 
rock tours. Yeah! Let’s put records out.” You 




know, I worked at like. . . I had a really flexi- 
ble job - that I’ve been at now for ten years. I 
only worked three or four days a week, my rent 
was super cheap, I had extra money. . . It would 
also perpetuate the bands goals. Why have 
these idiots, some random group of people do 
it when you’re the one who’s insane. The band 
was like, “You’re crazy. You do it.” So I did. 
But it was just because I remembered all this 
shit that Kent talked to me about: how much he 
paid for rent, all this stuff. 

Ray: It just took 15 years to finally feel the 
push? 

Cory: Yeah. I had stopped be- 
ing in bands for five years and 
stopped going to shows for like 
four. 

Ray: When did you first get into 
punk? 

Cory: ‘86 or ‘87 
Ray: What was it? 

Cory: It was stuff like people 
would write stuff on notebooks. 

Ray: [laughs] Of course. 

Cory: A guy would have 
a really sick Judas Priest 
logo, but he would but 
also a Suicidal Tendencies 
logo. 

Ray: Makes sense. 

Cory: I saw that the first 
week of seventh grade, 
which was like ‘85. But 
you didn’t want to ask 
anybody a stupid ques- 
tion - and he wasn’t gonna tell you 
about it either. I hungout with some 
skaters, they had Thrasher , I would 
read the Pushead columns. You could 
ask them about about it. They’d be like, 

“No. That’s cool. That band sucks, that 
bands cool, were gonna go see MDC” I 
was 13 or 14. 1 knew this kid in church, 
he had a Black Flag record. . . 

Ray: Which one? 

Cory: I think it was Slip It In 
Ray: [Laughs] 

Cory: Which is like, the blues rock record. I 
thought it was sick! Even the cover! He didn’t 
want to bring the cover to church. We just ex- 
changed stuff. All of sudden we needed more. 
We started figuring out where to get records. 
We would go to the mainstream music shop in 
town and look at the import section because 
that’s where the indie labels were. It was like, 
“I don’t know about the Exploited. . . But I hear 
so and so is cool.” We ended up picking up a 
lot of shit. People liked JFA a lot more than 
they should have. . . let’s put it that way. I had 
a couple friends that were older that were like, 
“Check this out. . . blah blah blah.” My uncle 
would tape records that I would give to him. If 
I had a stack of LPs that I would borrow from 
my friends, I would hand them to my uncle and 
a week later he would give me tapes. 

Ray: That’s awesome! 


Cory: He had like 700 LPs in his collection. 
He was the coolest guy in the world. He was 
12 years older than me. I still liked heavy met- 
al a lot. And it was like, “Oh, you want Judas 
Priest? I got Judas Priest. Oh, you want Scorpi- 
ons? I got Scorpions.” Eventually he was like, 
“I actually have that Sex Pistols record if you 
want it.” I was like 13 so it was like, “Fuck 
yeah!” For my birthday I would get blank 
tapes and give them to him and he would re- 
turn them with music on them. When I started 
getting more into it my Mom decides that we 
need real stereo equipment. Between 13 and 15 


we found out what cool stuff was. I would give 
my mom a list for Christmas and she would 
go to Earwaves and hand it to the guy at the 
counter and he’d find them for her. That’s what 
I got for Christmas: punk rock. Shit like that. 
We got really lucky. I saw the Vandals in ‘88 
and Slayer and Motorhead. 

Ray; Was that one show? 

Cory: No. I wish. I went to see Vandals with 
like 50 people at The Odd Rock. Then two 
months later Slayer and Motorhead at the 
Waukesha Expo Center. 

Ray: What was the Odd Rock? 

Cory: It was like the punk/metal club run by 
the guy who did Metalfest. 

Ray: Are you from Milwaukee? 

Cory: Waukesha. You’d go see Uniform 
Choice and a shitty punk rock band. Or SNFU 
at 5 ’o’clock on a Saturday - if you were lucky 
enough to get there. Who’s driving? The par- 
ents aren’t. Two bands, seven bucks, 1988, do 
the math! How many years later is it now? Its 
five bucks now, to see five bands now. Once 


the Odd Rock stopped in ‘90, ‘91 some peo- 
ple started booking shows at the Unicorn. Ya 
know DIY show, but it was a bar. You could 
charge whatever you wanted, he promised not 
to take money but he did. Econochrist with 
whoever for four bucks at three in the after- 
noon. Because he had drinking shows there. 
It’d be like if Cactus club had all ages shows. 
Ray: Oh, okay. 

Cory: I can’t think of the bands. It was like 
some heavy... like oh Christ on a Crutch. 
Eventually it was like Born Against with 
Gauge with blah blah blah and blah blah blah. 

Ray: Born Against with 
Gauge? That’s a weird 
lineup! 

Cory: Born Against, 
Avail, Gauge, and 
someone else. At a 
bowling alley on the 
southside. It was like 
six dollars. 

Ray: Were you in- 
volved with booking 
or anything like that? 
Cory: Me and my little broth- 
er booked a couple things. We 
did a house show with this 
band from Omaha, NE - some 
straight-edge band. Some oth- 
er thing at the Unicorn. We 
weren’t old enough, didn’t 
have good enough transporta- 
tion. We did a couple things. 
My little brother had been 
starting to play in bands. He 
had started playing guitar and 
stuff. I wasn’t. We did a zine 
together. 

Ray: What was the zine? 
Cory: . Don’t look for it. I’ll 
be really pissed. But yeah the 
last. . . the best thing ever was 
my graduation party. I barely got outta high 
school. And my parents were like “What do 
you want for your graduation party?” And it 
just so happened that these bands were on tour 
and I wanted to book them. My parents already 
said, “Hey, we’re going on vacation. What do 
you guys want to do?” Well there’s this animal 
rights march, and then there’s this show. We’re 
gonna go to this show. “Alright, cool. We’ll 
drop you off at Jawbox’s house. And then we’ll 
see you up in New York. Take the train.” 

My brother had been writing let- 
ters to Jawbox: “I love your band. Your band 
is so great!” “You are the best,” in super shit- 
ty handwriting. Jawbox, who later ended up 
recording and managing my brother, profes- 
sionally. They were like, “How old are you?“ 
“Fifteen.” They were like 23. We thought they 
were super adults. J. Robbins was maybe 25. 
He was in Government Issue for christ sake! 
We thought he was like a god. He didn’t live 
there, he probably lived by himself, he was a 
real adult. 




But my parents had been really 
cool, like “What do want to do?” “Well this 
band Antischisim is going on tour. And Born 
Against and Rorschach are going on tour. I 
just need to find a venue and get a PA.” My 
step-dad, who had connections through being 
a lawyer was like, “I can get the venue for free. 
You just get the PA.” It cost us 40 dollars to 
do Born Against, Rorschach, Antischisim, and 
Downcast and a local for four bucks a head at a 
bowling alley. 

Ray: Whoa! That’s crazy. 

Cory: It was at a hall. There were 150 people 
there. Ok! All the bands get a hundred and this 
much dollars, the local gets this much, and 
the PA is paid off. And then 25 people drove 
over to my parent’s house for chili. My parents 
were like, “Here you go!” They had just sold a 
house, so everyone just stayed at the old house 
that was still vacant. It was Born Against, 
Rorschach, Downcast, and Antischism bunk- 
ing... squatting, my parents old house. And 
then I went on tour with Antischism because 
we had been friends for a year. I distro’d their 
records. They had shows in Canada and on the 
east coast. 

Ray: Man, you’ve been doing this shit for a 
long time. 

Cory: People are like, “Wait a minute. . . You 
went on tour with Antischism?!” Yeah, they 
got into a conversation that broke up the band. 
They had already decided to break up after the 
tour. I’m sure someone in the band, if they ever 
read this, will probably disagree with this, but 
it was: the sober guy hates the drunk guy - and 
there was a couple in the band. Their last show 
was at ABC No Rio, August 17 th , and then they 
were gonna break up. We made it to Montreal 
on August 6 th and that was it. One week. 

Ray: It was too much? 

Cory: We were all sitting around a table, af- 
ter going to a bar where everyone bought a 
pitcher for themselves.. The sober guy was 
hanging out being quiet, the drunk guy, me - 
probably drunk too - we were talking truth. 
He(the drunk one) asked me something, and I 
was like, “I dunno. You guys are alright. Tours 
been ok. Whatever.” And the sober guy was 
like, “Dude. Stop picking on him. Stop asking 
him those questions. It’s late.” All of a sudden 
it was like: Boom ! Explosion! And I went to 



bed. The next morning the guy was like, “Oh. 
They broke up. They’re mad, they fought.” I 
was like, “Ok. Can I go inside and take a show- 
er?” And they go, “No. We broke up. We’re 
going home.” I wasn’t arguing. The Stoner guy 
and the sober guy - we drove straight back 
from Montreal to Philly. They dropped me off 
and I took the bus back. They drove straight to 
South Carolina. And the other two, the people 
who ended up in Initial State, maybe it wasn’t 
Initial State, I should be very careful how I 
word this. The drummer and the singer, Liz 
and Scott, I think they were in Initial State and 
.fuckingcom; they stayed around in Canada 
and hungout with Hellnation. Hellnation drove 
them home. Again, we played with Hellnation, 
in Indiana. This kid who ended up living there 
five years later smashed this window and the 
show got shut down. I’ve played with Hellna- 
tion since. I’ve seen them three times, played 
with them once, and the only time that they 
were good was ‘91. 

Ray: What’s interesting about the label is that 
it’s been 99.9% heavy stuff and then you put 
out that Accidente record last year. How’d you 
come across them? 

Cory: I knew when you wanted to do this 
interview you were gonna bring that up. I 
thought, “This guy probably has some interest- 
ing questions to ask.” I don’t know. My friend 
Phillip from Contrast! Also helped put out that 
LP. The previous LP came out on only Spanish 
labels. There was even a tape version put out 
on Cesspool Sounds. And there was maybe a 
friend of mine out of Texas who had dropped 
their name or something like that. I honestly 
don’t remember. I saw it, maybe it’s because I 
did a trade with one of those labels, and went 
to the bandcamp and was like “Yeah, I’ll take 
five.” Because five is the maximum of a record 
I can move that no one has heard. 

As soon as I told three people about 
that record, I sold out. I had done something 
for that Israeli band Not On Tour who are 
super poppy. So I told people who were lo- 
cal and boom, they were gone. And then the 
next record. I think I emailed Accidente. You 
know, I stalk bands if I like them. I’ll figure 
out who they are and then if I say something 
about them, maybe they’ll like my label. I’ll be 
like, “Hey, Pablo whats goin on?” “Oh, we’re 
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recording for a new LP.” And then I think one 
of the labels then just happened to email me 
asking, “Would you like to do a US pressing?” 
“No, god no, fuck you, no way! 500 copies? 
That’s too much money, its bad timing, I gotta 
move all these, it means I gotta act like a com- 
pletely different label, I can’t move that much 
pop punk.” And they were like, “Alright, fine. 
We can just work out a co-release.” It just so 
happened that my friend Phillip was handling 
the whole thing. It’s like, “Phillip what’s up?” 
“Oh it’s gonna cost this much. These are the 
different labels.” “Alright, cool. I’ll take 100.” 
And we sold out of the first 1200 of them in like 
a month. 

Ray: Really? 

Cory: Well mostly them. 

Ray: Yeah, but still. 

Cory: And then they repressed it. It was so 
fucking cheap. And I took another 50. And 
then they sold out of that. I had none. I think 
most people had like five of them left. Because 
in Spain, I think they’re really popular. 

Ray: Well that makes sense. They’re good. 
Cory: They’re fucking amazing. They really 
wanna come here. I was trying to tell all the 
kids, all the people that you and I know... 
“Hey Eric Schultz. Check it out.” And I sent it 
to him, I sent him the video and a link to their 
bandcamp. “You have to listen to this.” He was 
like, “This is awesome, are they gonna come 
here?” “Yeah they’re gonna play Quarters. I 
don’t know when. Probably in two years.” 
Ray: Yeah. 

Cory: I was thinking about that on the way 
to work this morning - eight hours ago. It’s 
weird. . . If you go to a bar at the end of the night 
and all the punks are hanging out, they’re not 
singing along to Embalming Theatre. There’s 
not 30 people at the end of the bar scream- 
ing along to His Hero is Gone songs. They’re 
singing along to 999 and X-Ray-Spex. They’re 
singing along to pop music. There’s some pop 
bands that are huge that don’t have that edge 
where you want to put your fist through a wall 
and sing along. But, some bands do, like Ac- 
cidente perhaps or La Fraction and bands like 
that where you’re like “This is awesome.” And 
whether it’s politics or not there’s just enough 
punch where I’m stoked about it. There are 
people who are like “Yeah, my favorite band’s 



Tragedy,” but at two in the morning they’re 
listening to Descendents records. For the most 
part, I mean, there’s all sorts of weird outsider 
goth/post-punk stuff that people think is the 
best stuff in the world, but for the most part 
people like things that they remember. I love 
putting out heavy crust stuff, ya know doom 
bands... most of that stuff I like because I re- 
member some of it. It’s like “Oh yeah, that riff 
in that song. That’s sick.” And that’s what got 
me to listen to the rest of the record. But if want 
to drink a bunch of Pabst and put on a record, 
I’m gonna put on something far cheesier like 
Def Leppard or Boston records. 

Ray: Something with a hook! 

Cory: That’s the appeal though. I think most 
people, not all people, like things that they 
remember like pop music. I wish I could do 
more records like that, but some of it gets a lit- 
tle flat. Half of what I listen to is catchy power 
metal. If I get a chance and I’m super into it, 
and there’s very few examples of that. But Not 
On Tour is fucking amazing, and Accidente is 
fucking amazing; they’re super rad nice people 
through the interactions I’ve had. That’s sick. 
Fuck yeah, blast beats! Because at two in the 
afternoon it’s the best thing in the world. I’ll 
put that on at seven in the morning as soon as 
my girlfriend leaves the house. Put my head- 
phones on and I’m like ‘now I’m awake.” Like 
Slayer Reign in Blood. That’s a fucking pop 
record. A lot of people like pop music and if 
people do it well and its punk people enjoy that 
shit all the time. 

Ray: Now that the initial novelty of every- 
thing being available on the Internet has worn 
off, it seems punks are willing to be a little bit 
more diverse about stuff. You used to check 
peoples record collections. You used to be be- 
holden to what you had. Now you can listen to 
whatever you want and nobody knows. 

Cory: My iPod is full of that. 

Ray: I thought it was really cool when I saw 
that you had put out that Accidente record. 
Cory: It’s kind of a head scratcher. 

Ray: Some of the stuff you put out, for me per- 
sonally, is a little too metal. And I was like, “I 
love the dude, love the label, it’s a great label.” 
This makes it, in my opinion, even better and 
more interesting. It seems like a lot of labels 
are starting to do that more and more. 

Cory: Yeah, if they can. There are people who 
have the worst taste in the world and will put 
out really shit French D-beat records till they 
die. Some of which are surprisingly really 
great records and no one is going hear them. 
Because it’s just playing way to into their 
opinions of themselves or a good name. Like 
“D-beat Holocaust” or “War is bad.” No one 
gives a shit. I’ll trade with people sometimes 
and I’m like “dude, this is sick!” If you’re either 
a successful enough label, i.e. Tankcrimes or 
A3 89, you can do whatever the fuck you want 
and get away with it. Tankcrimes just put out 
a Kicker LP! How much do people even like 
Kicker? Enough. Does it help that Tankcrimes 
put it out? Oh yeah! I mean people like Ghoul a 


lot. People like Kicker. As long as this guy says 
its cool 10% more people will buy it. 

Ray: Tankcrimes put out that surfy Ghoul 10“. 
It’s like, this is weird?! 

Cory: I’m sure it did ok. Dom from A389 will 
be like, “Shit, this record sucks,” but he puts 
it out because he believes in it. People will be 
like, “This is awesome.” It is awesome, in its 
own right. It’s like, “I’m gonna repress this 
LP. I don’t think anyone cared about it the 
first time.” People are rediscovering stuff - 
like Southern Lord repressing B’last records. 
There’s other people that are like, “I don’t 
give a fuck because this is what I like to do,” 
and hopefully they like their other job enough 
that they don’t have to worry about sitting on 
15,000 records. 

Ray: Yeah. 

Cory: I think that’s a risk. I know people I can 
think of specifically, without naming names, 
who like a lot of stuff and put out a lot of re- 
cords who maybe are going to find themselves 
buried in records because of the diversity, be- 
cause of the excitement taking over. I think that 
it’s cool that people can do it. For sure. People 
end up doing more things that way, instead of 
who’s the crust label I can go to right now, or 
who’s the Swedish deathmetal label circa 2012 
label or who’s the Integrity label? If Dom only 
put out Integrity and Ringworm shit, it would 
be terrible. There would be so many bands you 
would never hear about. He makes money on 
that shit. Anything that says Holy Terror in 
the by-line, he makes money on that. But, he 
also put out a Noisem LP, and Noisem is on 
tour with Napalm Death. I didn’t see that com- 
ing. If he can get behind it, believe in it, and 
they’re fuckin good, it’s awesome! He put out 
a thrash metal record. He might not have had 
to, he could have just put out Eyehategod and 
Integrity for the rest of his life. It’s awesome 
that he’s like, “No, fuck it, I’m gonna put out a 
shoegaze record. Fuck you if you don’t like it.” 
Ray: People don’t have to buy it. I like that. 
Cory: He’s right. I’m not stupid. I know what 
people want, I know what I like, and it just so 
happens that people like it too. But hey if I start 
distributing folk records and suddenly decide 
to put out a weird shoegaze record, all of a 
sudden people are exposed to something they 
wouldn’t have been exposed to. 

Ray: When dealing with bands, how import- 
ant are their politics, as a group? Punk politics 
type stuff. In your ads you say “Support DIY. 
Put your money where your fucking mouth is.” 
You’re definitely waving a flag. 

Cory: I’m baiting people too. But its true that 
in a lot of people who are like... Let’s say in 
Maximum RocknrolFs case, people are full 
of shit. They keep putting out the zine, and 
they’re going strong and you have to respect 
that, but I don’t give a shit about psychedelic 
rock. I don’t care about fucking garage. That’s 
just me, if I ran Maximum Rochnroll. 

Ray: You don’t want to, trust me. 

Cory: No, I don’t. It’s been discussed. They 
have every right to take on their idols, so to 


speak, or kill your idol... insert cool band 
name. But, yeah, people shit on stuff all the 
time. Dude, seriously, they’re all full of shit. 
Maximum RocknRoll has been doing this for 
so fucking long. You get through the medio- 
cre year or two, or mediocre month, a bad col- 
umn, or a bad interview. . . But they’re so much 
better at this that you are. Your shows are too 
weak. They run too late on time. If the bands 
not good, and the records look like shit, why 
don’t you just shut up? Figure out a way to do 
it better and then say, “Alright. I have a new 
template. I have a new template for how to do 
it right.” Until you figure out a way to do it way 
better, and you can stand up and do everything, 
shut up. I like something that’s not gonna take 
the time to bother to defend itself. Maximum 
Rochnroll is still around, and fuck that thing. 
It’s dumb. They cover crap, they write stuff 
that sucks... They totally like stuff that’s not 
actually really good or forward thinking at all, 
but who cares ?! They’re covering stuff that 
you’ve never heard of in your wildest dreams. 
In a way that they can easily defend it because 
the person who is actually doing the interview 
or doing the article, or whatever, is actually in- 
terested in it. It’s not some shitty fanzine that 
I used to see come out all the time: 20 inter- 
views, 10 questions, garbage. At least there’s 
effort. There’s a lot of shoddier efforts. If you 
have a problem with it then do a fucking bet- 
ter job. Especially if you have access to all the 
resources that we all now have. Options for 
printing and pressing all the things that we 
now. . . 

Ray: Do you think it’s easier to put out a quali- 
ty DIY product now than ever before? 

Cory: It’s easier. It’s definitely not cheaper. It’s 
easier because you can be lazy and do it. 

Ray: Right. 

Cory: Someone could send me an email today 
and be like, “Hey. How do I put out a record?” 
And I could respond with paragraphs. Before it 
was like a phone number. 

Ray: Yeah. 

Cory: I’d be like, “Call United.” And it would 
sound like shit and they would do a bad job. 
Unless you knew what you were talking about. 
Now it’s easier to know what you’re talking 
about. Just go on the internet or ask a friend. 
There was no one putting out records. Yeah, 
there was Dischord and the major three that 
were putting out records. Most of the small 
indies had major indie help, or if they didn’t 
they folded immediately. Revelation used to 
be a tiny label, can you imagine? But they all 
learned really quick. The little guys figured it 
out. Like some kids from DC, the people who 
ran Simple Machines: all their records had 
pamphlets that told you how to put out your 
own records. I thought that was the coolest 
thing in the whole world. Me and my little 
brother were looking at them and we were like, 
“Ah. I think we can do this.” We found a good 
printer that was cheap at the time to put out 
zines. We could have put out our own records. 
Ray: I ran into Doug Ward in Chicago of 


Fourth Rotor and I.D. Under recently. . . 

Cory: Yeah I know Doug Ward. 8-Bark. I saw 
8-Bark like ten times. 

Ray: Oh, I’m sure... 

Cory: I actually once gave up my sleeper 
couch that I paid rent for so that 8 -Bark could 
sleep on it. 

Ray: I ran into him. . . and he used to be part 
of the Underdog Collective. We were having a 
conversation, he had just started getting into 
bands again recently. He’d dropped out for a 
few years. 

Cory: I can imagine. He’s not a young man. 
Ray: We were at a house show... it was an 
apartment show, in Chicago, in somebody’s 
living room on the second story above the 
storefront. 

Cory: Right. 

Ray: We were just talking about Underdog 
and being punk nerds about shit. I him asked 
how that ended and he was like, “We started it 
to teach people how to put out records. Then 
they figured it out and we didn’t have to do it 
anymore.” 

Cory: Yeah. Johann’s Face started and then 
other labels started. Underdog, they were a 
big deal. And then Punk Planet started. At 
the time, there were five bands that Underdog 
wasn’t putting out and five bands that Victory 
wasn’t putting out. Boom, there were instantly 
five bands you could put out records for that 
no one was doing a record for. Especially in 
the ‘90s when there wasn’t that much coming 
out. Even in the mid ‘90s there still wasn’t that 
much coming out, I don’t care if people were 
putting out their own 7”s and CDs, there still 
wasn’t that much coming out. If you back up a 
few years it was even less; it was just Lookout!, 
the aforementioned labels and nobody else. 
Ray: Yeah. 

Cory: It’s like Doug said, there weren’t people 
begging to put out their records. It was great 
when people who didn’t know how to play an 
instrument decided to put out a record. I mean 
Hewhocorrupts - those guys, boom! I don’t 
know if he melted down all the CDs he had in 
his basement, but I know he had a lot of them. 
It’s been five years since I talked to him about 
it and I heard he had a lot of them then. Peo- 
ple were able to do it, some of them moved on 
to bigger things or they learned the business 
side. It depends on the person. There’s people 
who worked at really big businesses and now 
they’re back to putting out punk records. Some 
people moved on to huge distribution compa- 
nies or a major label; sometimes it lead to shit- 
ty, slimy type stuff. They’re already locked in, 
they know people. You know, “I don’t even 
have to trade. I don’t have to wholesale any- 
thing. I already got my distributor.” It’s inces- 
tuous. Since people started googling stuff ev- 
eryone is able to do it now. There are thirteen 
bands trying to play your town on Saturday. If 
a band went on tour in 1992 or 1991 with only 
a demo it was suicide. Now it’s like “Ive got 15 
friends. I’ve got 15 cities I can hit.” Facebook. 
Ray: Autonomy went on tour for the first time 


in ‘11 with only a demo and we were fine. 
Cory: Because you knew people. 

Ray: Yeah, and because of other people’s 
work. 

Cory: And a quality band, has quality reasons 
to go on tour. There’s a Facebook event for 
every show and every group has a page. You 
want to help out these guys in a sick powervi- 
olence band, who has a tape coming out next 
year. A friend that kinda sucks might put out 
their 7”next year, but you have to ask your- 
self. . . why? I don’t book shows because I work 
at 5:30 in the morning. Friday and Saturday 
nights? Maybe. Sundays and weekdays? No. I 
have a life outside of being in a band. With my 
work schedule I’m not going to a bar show at 
10pm on a fuckin’ Wednesday unless it’s my 
friends band who I put out a record for - even 
then it might have to be a band from Poland 
to get me to go. If it’s Cloud Rat, I’ll text ‘em, 
“Sorry.” Maybe I get shit for that, but I’m not 
22. I feel like I put enough records in mailers 
that I don’t have to spend all week putting up 
fliers. I’ll book shows once or twice a year. 
Ray: When you’ve got Aaron Skufca and Eric 
Schultz in this town. . . 

Cory: Yeah, Skufka, Eric Schultz, and then a 
bunch of other people. . . 

Ray: That work incredibly hard! 

Cory: Between Jason Ellis, Eric Schultz, and 
Skufka... Dude, that’s eight shows a week. 
One: I don’t care about booking shows. I mean, 
I’ll do it for my friends once or twice a year. I 
wanna support the scene but, dude, have you 
seen my postage bill? 

Ray: (laughs) 

Cory: I’m making friends with bands, I’m put- 
ting out their records. At this point that’s the 
best I got. I’d like to see more bands play live 
because it’s fun. You know, if I didn’t have to 
get up early and work the job that allows me to 
do my other job, maybe I would. 

Ray: What’s going on with Protestant? 

Cory: We played a show with Cloud Rat in 
December. Jesse quit. He isn’t that into it. 
There’s been times where all of us have felt 
like we didn’t want to be in the band, or even 
a band. We all have different tastes, but some- 
where between the last record and the one pri- 
or to that we’ve become faster and more evil, 
and Jesse became really busy. He became busy 
with UPS, he became busy with other things in 
his life. We were becoming less of a hardcore 
band, in a sense. We’re still doing the same 
shit, it’s just faster and more evil. I don’t know 
if actually he lost interest because of that or be- 
cause he has a lot of other shit going on. May- 
be he just didn’t care that much, but whatever. 
It’s fine. We can still record, we can still tour. 
We were working on his schedule primarily. 
There was a dynamic in the band where he ex- 
pressed, “Ehhh... I’m just not into it. I’m not 
into these seven band bills at Quarter’s where 
we play sometime after 11 and it’s kinda shitty 
and takes forever. Everyone’s drunk and it’s 
just a mess.” You see that stuff coming. That’s 
fine, I don’t care. So we’re like, “Should we 


change the name?” We decided not to. 

Ray: You guys have a back catalogue, there’s a 
vested interest in keeping the name. 

Cory: I’m the guy who runs the label, not the 
guy who reads poetry all day and doesn’t give 
a shit about anything real. I run a label and if 
we want to do something cool it’s a lot easi- 
er to sell the idea as Protestant than it would 
be as “members of .” The youngest member is 
just about to turn 36 and the oldest is me - and 
I’m 42. We’re not gonna go tour the east coast 
nine times. I don’t wanna find out who’s doing 
cool shows in Cincinnati. I honestly don’t. I 
knew the guy - he lives in Portland now. May- 
be there’s somebody cooler now, I don’t really 
care. There’s a lot of cool places between here 
and New York. I’d love to go back to Cana- 
da. I’m sure someone there is doing awesome 
shows, but the likelihood of getting a Visa to 
promote a 7”or demo or whatever... No, we’re 
not doing it. But hey, if we want to go to Eu- 
rope again it’d be a lot easier to sell that idea to 
people who are gonna help us, treat us really 
well, and find place for us to sleep, or put us on 
these fests. Or we could just fold and never do 
anything cool again. How about that? I don’t 
know if we’re going to book a tour in 2021, 
probably more like 2016 and maybe again. But 
yeah, exactly, we have 13 or 14 records out. I’d 
like to play some of those songs again. Maybe 
not all of them. Maybe like five of them. If we 
write ten more, play ten of the old ones, that’s 
a lot of songs - we’d have like 50 at that point! 
I count them every so often... I can’t keep 
track. Two on this one, and six on that one. It’s 
like, “Well, we have like 52 songs now. May- 
be we should play like 14 of those?” If we can 
remember them. Honestly, I don’t think the 
three of us know the same 12. We just put out 
an LP last year - people liked it! Someone of- 
fered us a fest for July of 2015 in Europe and 
I had to say no. And then the promoters of- 
fered 2016. Europe? 2016? Should we keep the 
name? “Yeah - keep the name!” We have two 
new songs, we might get a bass player, or we 
might ask someone to play the shows. 

Ray: Are you doing anything else musically 
besides Protestant? 

Cory: No. Protestant practices at 9 am until 
11:30 or 12 on Saturdays. Brian does some 
ambient black metal type stuff. It’s super cool 
- he recorded a full length. Chris is in a tra- 
ditional doom metal band with his brother. 
That’s probably it. We just practice. We’re not 
gonna play another show until we have another 
bass player and have enough songs. 

Ray: Til you decide it’s worth doing again? 
Cory: Chris was like, “We should probably 
play some shows.” Eh. I’m all for it but I’m 
getting married in July so I have a lot of shit 
to do. I keep telling my fiancee there’s shows I 
wanna go to in May and she’s okay with that. 
If I bring up a show in June it’s like, “When 
in June?!” June seems almost like a day away 
from July. Ya know, plans and schedules. I’m 
like, “I can’t put out any records.” I actually 
made that agreement. I’ve got an entire half 


a years worth of records coming out after the 
middle of August. Six records are coming out 
the same day. Production schedules and press- 
ing plants are so fucked. All these records are 
coming out August 15 th , a month after I get 
married and two weeks after the honeymoon. 
Fve been emailing people telling them not to 
ship my records - I wont be in America then. 
Please! I’m trying to run preorders. I’m trying 
to coordinate.... 

Ray: Real life with punk life? 

Cory: We can’t play Fluff Fest this year be- 
cause I’m getting married five days later. “We 
cant play this year?!” No, no, It’s on the 25 th 
and Fm getting married on the 18 th . Can’t do it. 
“Really?!” Yeah, next year! Maybe we’ll have 
a bass player. “Ok. Cool.” 

Ray: Hey, there you go. 

Cory: You know that band the Assassinators? 
Ray: Nope. 

Cory: Aww, you should! They’re awesome! 
One of the other pop bands I put out. 

They were on Alerta Antifacista. 

Ray: Oh, ok. Nice. 

Cory: I did a split with and DSB - 
that band from Japan that tried to fly 
to the US and got turned back. DSB 
was going from Japan to Minneapolis 
and they got sent back the other way. 

Ray: Whoa. . . 

Cory: They had a 36-hour return 
flight East and no shows in the US. 

Ray: Jesus... 

Cory: It was a 14 hour flight to get here and 
they sat in Minneapolis for five hours and got 
sent back home. But they had to fly from Eu- 
rope to Japan. For cryin’ out loud. Fuck the 
goddamn cops ! Spikes and cops and spikes 
and cops ! That pretty much ended Hardcore 
Holocaust Records, and also a drug problem, 
because he put up all their merch for tour. . . All 
these repressed records and he stopped send- 
ing orders out. I think Matt Sax from After The 
Bombs put out a DSB 12 “to try to recoup for 
DSB... I don’t even know how all this came 
up... oh yeah! Assassinators. This guy, Yani, 
played bass for them he was gonna play bass 
if Jesse wasn’t gonna go to Europe. Assassina- 
tors have an LP, two 7”s, and a split with DSB 
- they’re like the anarcho-punk version of Ac- 
cidente. 

Ray: In the MRR world that Fm coming out of 
Noisey and Vice are too much. There’s Rupert 
Murdoch money involved. I interviewed this 
guy from Oakland who records under the name 
Disasterpiece. 

Cory: Who is that guy? 

Ray: He did the soundtrack to It Follows. It 
Follows was and indie film, but Warner Broth- 
ers owns the rights to the soundtrack - but you 
can still download it directly from his band- 
camp for seven bucks 
Cory: Ok, yeah. I saw that. 

Ray: Just some guy. A twenty something dude. 
He did music for videogames. The director of 
the movie liked the music in this videogame, 
and got him to do it and it happened to be the 


hottest horror movie in ten years. But he’s still 
100% DIY and independent. You can send him 
seven bucks and it goes into his fuckin’ pocket, 
but he’s also working with Warner. With tech- 
nology today, what is DIY? What is indepen- 
dent? 

Cory: Well that’s what we. . . Its funny because 
we had this discussion. . .this discussion hap- 
pened a few times with bands, labels, whoever. 
In this particular case I kinda upped the ante. 
I was talking to Rorik from Cloud Rat about 
things that annoy me, things that he doesn’t 
notice. He’s more vocal about things that he 
truly cares about on the internet. When he’s 
on the internet he’s talking about his friends, 
his family, how fucked up the cops are, blah 
blah blah... Fm far more emotionless than he 
is. I care about shit but I use social media for a 
different reason. I use it primarily for Halo of 
Flies. Sometimes I’ll fill him in on stuff like, 
“Dude, did you read this? That’s crazy! Did you 
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see that?” He doesn’t see it. He 
doesn’t look for it. He doesn’t 
check for it. He doesn’t check 
his band name on Twitter. I do. 

He’s like, “Dude, that’s crazy.” 

I asked, “Where do you want 
this to stream?” And he’s like, “ Rolling Stone , 
or whatever.” He can show his parents and say, 
“Fucking Rolling Stone .” And I was like “The 
woman who was going to be handling some of 
the exposure, not PR or anything. She really 
likes your band. She works for Rolling Stoned 
Ray: She had the ability to write an article? 
Cory: Right. She has the ability to write an ar- 
ticle. Maybe she could pitch it to Rolling Stone. 
Maybe it’ll happen. And he goes, “That’d be 
fucking sick. That’d be insane.” Because some 
people that I know kinda get sick of the black 
and whites, or what’s cool. People complaining 
and bitching: fighting I guess. 

Ray: Yeah, completely. 

Cory: Cloud Rat pulled out of a show with Pig 
Destroyer in Pittsburgh because the promoter, 
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the promotion company, the guy who booked 
shows at this venue, is a shitbag. This guy’s 
making weird racist insinuations basically. 
Being racist and making off color sarcastic 
jokes. And they were like, “Yeah, we’re gonna 
pull out of that show.” So they were basically 
doing that for political, punk rock reasons. In 
the past, when I was promoting their last LP, 
there was like offers to do this dumb stuff like 
a mixtape for Cvlt Nation , all this kinda shit. 
And they were like, “Nah, this is personal for 
us. This is a band. We don’t wanna be waving 
out to a crowd being like ‘Hey, this is what I 
like. You should like it too.’” And that was fine. 
I didn’t want to push them into something stu- 
pid. We were just trying to have fun with it, 
basically. Recently, I sent an update to all the 
labels saying, “Ok, so here’s the update: the re- 
cords in the plant, the deposits have been made, 
Fve been talking to this woman about plans for 
promotion.” I was being really really specific 
and really, really 
to the point about 
the whole thing. I 
wasn’t gonna say, 
“Uh-oh. . . Hope 
you guys think 
that’s cool.” It was, 
“Here are the pro- 
spective dates. This 
is what we’re gonna 
do on those dates. This is how it’s gonna 
roll. I know this might not be very punk 

rock or I sound bossy 

but, sorry, this is gonna 
be a huge record. There’s 
gonna be 2,000 of them, 
so fuck me.” And one of 
the labels, one of the guys 
who runs one of the la- 
bels was like, ‘Yeah. That 
doesn’t sound punk 
rock at all.” He im- 
mediately respond- 
ed to the sentiment. 
Ray: Yeah. 

Cory: The guilty 
sentiment of the 
email. He wrote, “I 
don’t do stuff like 
that.” Fm like, “We’re all gonna run pre-orders 
to some degree right? We’re all gonna even- 
tually gonna put it on our bandcamps, on our 
websites. It’s probably within our means to 
wait to do that so a place that’s ten times our 
size can do it for us. We’re not paying them to 
do it. They’re gonna speak eloquently about 
this thing. This person’s really passionate 
about this. She lives and breathes in a primar- 
ily heavy metal world. She loves this band as 
much as we do. Why should we run it on five 
different bandcamps when a place that has ten 
or twenty times the reach does it for us and 
sends people to us?” 

Ray: Right. 

Cory: Ok, so now where is it streaming? Is it 
Nosieyl Is it Spin ? Is it Rolling Stonel Is it Ste- 
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reogumt Is it Invisible Oranges. . . I know Vice 
has done some stupid pranks, basically: Denis 
Rodman in North Korea, ha ha. Ooooh. . . can- 
nibalism. . . Vice looks like shit. But someone 
whose involved in this conversation said to me 
recently, “Fuck the internet. The internet can 
pay for things. We want people to hear the re- 
cord. We’re still gonna go on this super DIY as 
fuck tour. Play shows that we’re asked to do, 
even if it’s a big festival. We’ll be sponsored 
by a beer company some corporations, it’s 
probably actually cool considering our situa- 
tion. Probably not way cool, considering Pabst 
did it. But it’s not a Scion fest and we’re gonna 
play a bunch of squats, basements, community 
centers, etc . We don’t have a guarantee. We 
don’t live off this band. None of those things 
are probably ever gonna apply. We’re not gon- 
na wager. . . like we’re against Scion Fest. We 
won’t do an uncool thing to pay for a cool 
thing.” Five years ago there would have been 
less potential for a backlash. If they decided to 
do a Scion fest tomorrow, there would be 500 
people lined up to buy tickets 
and 500 people on the internet 
yelling at them. When they did 
it five years ago, I went, and 
it was sick. They were paid 
a lot of money for that show. 

When they did the Scion thing, 

I asked what would happen if 
Scion wanted to do a record. 

They would have asked for 
$20,000, a double LP, all the 
bells and whistles that printing 
allows, and it would be a pic- 
ture of birds covered in oil say- 
ing, “If you drive this is what 
happens.” They wouldn’t have 
done it if Scion had said no. 

My question was, “What if they 
had said yes?” If you drive a Toyota, you’re to 
blame. Cloud Rat’s is in a same situation now; 
they’re in these waters that are really murky 
- as long as you don’t do anything stupid like 
playing a one off Red Bull show. Alpinist 
was able to tour with Masakari because Sci- 
on provided a car - but no one was told that 
at the time. They had a free car. But it wasn’t 
arranged through Masakari, it was arranged 
through Southern Lord. Did they sell out? Did 
they make their lives easier? Yeah, they could 
have not toured here, and It would have been a 
loss of an experience for them and the people 
who wanted to see them. Alpinist is no longer 
a band. They probably won’t play Milwaukee, 
Cleveland, or LA ever again. I don’t know if 
that means anything to anyone else, but I don’t 
think they sold out. I told them I pissed in the 
back of it. In the end, I think it’s really lazy. 
Protestant isn’t that good, but we have jobs. We 
can be a decent band and get ourselves a show. 
Some kid named Kenny can give us $57 for 
gas, or we can pay for the gas out of our pock- 
ets because we’re 43 and have jobs. We have a 
band fund. People in the bands are in a weird 


position. But I want to sell records, so does the 
band. No one is getting paid off. This isn’t the 
magazine where I have to pay for advertising 
to get you to review my records. It’s a good 
question. I don’t really know how to answer it. 
I hope you can edit the shit out of all this. I 
have a friend in a semi-successful metal band 
who used to say: “I don’t mind people stealing 
my music, but I won’t give it to them for free. 
If they steal it, cool, they figured it out. But I’m 
not going to hand them the hall pass that says 
‘Free record over here.’” 

Ray: The one thing I love about MRR is the 
standard of having no major label stuff. But 
major label distribution is a somewhat grey 
area. Or at least asterixed. Like Fat Wreck 
Chords: you can get their stuff through at Best 
Buy and Revolver, or whomever. You can put 
$7 straight into Disaterpiece’s PayPal or go get 
it at the mall - if there’s still a record store at 
the mall. 

Cory: Which is a legitimate reason to inter- 
view him. The soundtrack is on Warner Bros, 


but this guy is not. Bands on Relapse aren’t 
allowed to do that shit. I don’t think they own 
their own the digital rights, for one thing - and 
I think Relapse runs their social media. I ha- 
ven’t asked my friends on Relapse directly, 
but I don’t know if the bands are that good at 
promoting themselves. The stuff that gets said 
on their Facebook pages sound way to close 
to what Relapse would say. I don’t know if it 
would look that good or sound that good if it 
was the bands doing it themselves. That’s cra- 
zy that that guy can put his shit on Facebook 
and Warner Bros doesn’t give a fuck. Some of 
the bands I know don’t have the digital rights, 
Relapse or Century Media does, but they get 
royalties from that. You hear about the num- 
bers that these labels are doing on bandcamp 
and you’re like, “ Holy fuck!” Someone told me 
about how much Thou was being sent just for 
iTunes. 

All of this reminds me of this clas- 
sical composer named Olafur Arnalds, from 
Iceland. He used to be a drummer in this hard- 
core band when he was 18 or 19. Dude, the guy 
from Fighting Shit, plays piano music and is on 
a major label! He has stuff on boutique labels, 
bandcamp, and stuff in big store. I think he’s 


still just as punk rock. 

Ray: The guy from Regulations and Masshy- 
steri now does Hurula which is on Universal, 
but also has the LP on Deranged. 

Cory: Would MRR cover that? 

Ray: I don’t know. That’s no longer my world. 
But that’s the question I’m asking. 

Cory: They should. That’s an awesome record. 
Matt from No Hope for the Kids is in Dig Og 
Mig. It’s a drum machine, synths, a pretty him 
plus a pretty girl. They have videos and shit 
and on Sony, but some of the songs are punk 
as fuck. 

Ray: That all ties into my last questions. I 
was at Quimbys in Chicago and found an old 
Punk Planet. There was an interview with your 
brother’s band from ‘94 or 95. And there’s this 
questions I want to steal from it. 

Cory: Oh, awesome, a Promise Ring question. 
Ray: It’s not particularly about them, just 
asked to them, and I liked it, and thought it’d 
be great to have you answer it as well. 

Cory: Alright. 

Ray: Who do you consider to be 
your peers in what you do? 

Cory: Oh, man. I’d love to hear what 
they said about that. But who do I 
consider my peers? 

That’s hard. I suppose those who 
I respect and figure we’re alike in 
some way are my peers. 

Contraszt!, Vendetta, NarShardaa, 
Dingleberry, Moment Of Collapse, 
React With Protest, 7Degrees and 
Alerta Antifascista in Germany. Gil- 
ead Media, IFB, A389, ToLiveALie, 
BrokenLimbs in the US. Desorde 
Ordonne/L’Oeil Du Tigre, Chaos 
Rurale, Deranged in Canada. Throa- 
truiner and Lost Pilgrims in France as well as 
a few others there. . . Throne and a few others 
in Spain and rest of Europe. . . The list can go 
on awhile. It’s hard to say in a way. I’ve “met” 
a lot of people doing this and “naming names” 
is kinda hard to do. I have a lot of respect for 
people who no longer do labels, but that I’ve 
stayed in contact over the years - as well as 
those who have changed or grown from their 
more modest beginnings. The one theme in 
the above list is the lack of US labels I’m tight 
with. It’s very likely that there are fewer DIY 
labels doing similar things versus in Europe. 
Many US labels are pretty disparate in taste, 
and some of them have gone away since I start- 
ed. . . The whole “peers” thing is kind of odd to 
ponder really. 

Ray: Last question... What is something 
that you know to be 100% true that someone, 
somewhere would disagree with. 

Cory: Punk rock - and most every music sub- 
culture - is just a place for people to hang out 
and connect with people who maybe make 
them feel a little more comfortable as they try 
to lead pretty normal lives. And that’s just fine 
by me. 






JAMIE AND THE DEBT 

One of the first tapes we got for review for issue #1 of this zine was 
Jamie and the Debtjs "No Lise Isn't. It was a complete mystery. I assumed it an 
was a solo project, but honestly, I wasn't fcafcfca totally sure. The only info 
on the j-card was a recording credit, an excerpt from Elizabeth Bishop's 
translation of Carlos Drummond de Andrade's poem "Don't kill yourself," and an ^ 
email YXMY address. The one thing I was absolutely certain of was that this 
was one of the best things I had heard in a long time. It reminded me of the 
less "punk rock" stuff on the Crass label, witha dose of the serious/fun, khkxhi 
seriously fun pop of a band like Fuzzbox. Also, the vocals are some of the 
hands down coolest I've ever heard. Definitely a plus. 

After doing a little online EiKsfch sleuthing I found out that it indeed 
was a solo project - by a former member of the great Buffalo, NY band 
Mallwalkers. I immediately sent Jamie an email asking to do an interview, 
which was replied with some of the most enthusiasm anyone has ever had about 
being in this rag. 

So what you got here are some entertaining insights into the mind of 
an incredibly talented/economically indebted lady. You can check out Jamie's 
music at jamieandthedebt.bandcamp.com - and you'll also be able to check her 
out on the flexi that will comewith issue #4 of this here zine. 

Intro and interview by Ray Martinez 


ABOUT HOW MUCH WOULD YOU SAY YOU'RE ACTUALLY IN DEBT? 

Ah! I am in debt by a lot. I went to school for music therapy. I'm • 
paying a lot for my schooling sins. Since I'm mentally unstable, I'm 
indebted even fucking more. Ha! 

HONESTLY, 7 WASN'T SORE 2? IT HAS RIND OF A JOKE - UKE HOW "ECHO" WAS THE 
DRUM MACHINE -ECHO AND THE BUNNYWEN ORIGINALLY USED 

No joke. Let me "echo" t.he aforementioned... really in 
trouble over here. SOS! 

go back to v°t> r b\gh school 
go back to your middle school 

LITTLE BULLY 


rs: 




¥00 WERE IN MALLWAUCER3, A BAND WITH SOMETHING LIKE 10 M SOBERS - AT LEAST ON 
LAST IP. DID IRE SI2E OF THAT BAND HAVE ANY EFFECT ON YOUR DOING A SOLO THING? 


In some ways, yes. A lot of funky stuff was happening with that band when I left. 

Playing solo has made me grow in many ways. I now motivate myself to practice, 
write, get shit done, etc. It's also cool to be able to change up my songs 
whenever I feel like it. Jamie and the Debt feels very organic - and extremely 
uncensored "me" - which is quite different than almost all my previous projects. 

A LOT OF THE LYRICS THAT I COULDN'T MAKE OUT ON YOUR TAPE SEEM RATHER PERSONAL, 
BUT NOT NECESSARILY IN A PURELY CATHARTIC WAY. THERE’S A LOT OF PERSONALITY TD 
THEM - A LOT OP HUMOR, SARCASM, .EVEN VENDER - THAT SEEMS LIKE IT MIGHT BE 
MASKING SOME VUNERABTLITY. WHAT WOULD YOU SAY THE* LYRICS ARE ACTUALLY ABOUT, AND 
WHERE ARE THEY COMING BECAUSE SOME OF YOUR SONGS, A WHOLE LOT OF WORDS. 

It could be becausex I often steal my journal entries for lyrics - they are 
not usually in song form to begin with. I have a lot of incredible friends, a 
lot of incredible patients (I work in inpatient psychiatric care), and the 
world is such a confusing, stimulating place. 

Some of my songs are about frustration with the apathy that I am plagued 
with - and that tends to hang over Buffalo. There is a real heavy "things can 
gever change" attitude - maybe it's like that in Chicago and other rust belt 
cities. Even in the punk scene a lot of troubling and shitty individuals and 
attitudes, that I feel like wouldn't fly in other cities, get overlooked or 
even accepted and endorsed. It is often difficult to stay positive in this 
environment, but it's also essential for survival. 

I think it all influences my lyrics. 

COULD YOU TALK A LITTLE ABOUT THE JONG "THURSDAY MORNING ABORTION" THAT OPENS 
YOUR TAPE? your constant refrain OF "SURREAL'." really struck me. abortion is 

SOMETHING I WILL NEVES HAVE TO DEAL WITH IN A CORPOREAL WAY, SO I’M ALWAYS 

interested in the ways that ysombn discuss it, ESPECIALLY in art. 

That was the first song that I wrote for Jamie and the Debt. After I put the words 
to music I was like, "Whoa. That really needed to come out of me." Sort of like 
something else in my past, har har har. 

Abortion is this giant thing that effects so many people which is 
discussed in such a bizarre manner by media and politicians or whatever. You 
know, the words are personal but I also just wanted to put something out there 
like, "this sucks, but it's important to talk about." That point is where I feel 
like society really gets into trouble. There is an issue that needs yto be 
figred out, but we're too busy making rules or deciding the religious 
connotations instead of putting energy and time into comprehension of the issue 
itself. Healthcare is so screwed up, but womens health and procedures are so 
fucked in the U.S. - just ask any of your female friends. There are 1000 mysterie 
about choosing a birth control when it should be at least somewhat 
comprehensible. 

It is hard to express, but I guess I just wanted to write something that 
would make people think about how theYM XMlXXXMMlfYXMMS individualized 
experiences when it comes to abortion, pregnancy, sexual wheelings and dealings, 
and the importance of SELF-driven decisions. Self knows best. Even for women. 
HELLO. 


I HEAR A WIDE VARIETY OP MUSICAL INFLUENCES IN JAMIE AND THE DEBT - BUT INSTEAD 
OF PRATTLING OFF WHAT I HEAR I’M JUST OONNA A Sit YOU... WHAT DO YOU THINK 
YOU 40UND LIKE? 


Well, my favorite guitar sound ever is Roky Erickson’s - and I bought this pedal 
that I read was a remake of something he supposedly uses. My guitar playing is 
mad v/recklessand no frills, so I know I don’t sound like him - but I really love 
the 13th Floor Elevators. For this project I was reallyx inspired by the Blow, 
Harry Nilsson, Napolean XIV, and the first Julie Ruin album. Also, the person 
who creats the "Doris 11 zine - Cindjr Crabb. She was in a band called Snarlas that 
I was listening to a lot when I first started Jamie and the Debt. 



I've Seen some live footage of you performing, and it's just you on stage. 

HAVE YOU EVER CONSIDERED GETTING A BACKING BAND TOGETHER FOR LIVE SHOWS? 

I have toyed with the idea several times. It has not yet happened, but is 
something Ik would consider to occasionally spice things up, 

TEU US A LITTLE ABOUT WHAT* S GOING ON IN BUFFALO THESE DAY4. CAUSE TD BE HONEST, 

r* ve never known much about the* cm and the scene there, my buffalo knowledge is 

PRETTY MUCH: 900 GOO DOLLS, ANI PIFRANCO, jSNAFCASE, BASEBALL FURIBS/WRADES, 

BROWN SUGAR, MALLWaUBRS. AS YOU CAN SEE, UiATS RATHER INCOMPLETE. 

I'm grateful you're reaching out because there was a lot of good stuff I read 
about in the first Noe Friends - I'm happy to share some Buffalo wonder! 

Seh Brain Drain, Loudmouse, Basement Rat, Peter Kirsch, Space is Haunted, 
Newish Star, Utah Jazz, Healer, and Different Planets are someof my favorite 
Buffalo band babes right now. There is a really REALLY great group of people 
doing shows and making good stuff happen called the D.O.PE. collective. Some 
friends andl are starting a new project in which we bring DJs to play 
underground, rave-esque parties. It's called Strange Allure. 

THESE DAYS IT TAKES FOREVER TO PUT OUT VINYL. IT SEEMS LIKE MORg 1 PEOPLE ARB DOING 
CASSETTE ONLY PHYSICAL RELEASES, AND NECESSARILY CAUSE THEY WANT, BUT CAUSE THEY 
HAVE TO. WAT WAS YOUR DECISION BASED ON? 

Yo. I'm in debt. Cassettes are much more affordable! 

WOULD YOU EVER CONSIDER REPRESSING THETAPg ON VINYL? THAT SEEMS TO BE 
A TREND THESE DAYS AS WELL. 

To be honest, I've been involved in musical projects for like 10 years and I still 
do not prefer a certain type of media for my work. I love it all, baby! I think 
I will be making more music, so maybe I'll try something on vinyl. Who knows xl 

what the future holds. Baby?! 

SPEAKING OF ARTISTIC MEDIUMS. .. YOU MADE A MUSIC VIDEO FOR YOUR SONG ’’GARDENER.*' 

10 YEARS ABO SOMETHING LIKE THAT WOULDA BEEN CONSIDERED CHSESY AND TOO COMMERCIAL, 
BUT MORE AND MORE OIY BANDS ARB DOINGJT THESE PAYS. WHEN DO YOU THINK THAT 
SHIFT HAPPENED? ANY THOUGHTS AS TO WHY? 

Maybe it has to do with the whole increase in theimportance of virtual 
stimulation and instant ^gratification in today's society. Or maybe it's 
because evryone is sselling out! I really am not sure. I have a good friend, 

Al, who makes music videos and hip hop beats who shot the video and made all 
my dreams come true. Some of the ladies in the video are my best friends, so it 

was cool to be able to do the project with them! 

ANY PLANS BOR MORE RELEASES OR XX VIDBDS IN THE NEAR l^TURE? A TOUR? (OR TOJS 
A RECORDING!? LOCAL ©tf Vi PROJECT? 

I'm currently in the process of recording a new tape that will be out in 2016. 

I would love to do a tour! Stay Tuned, I'm coming for you. 

IWHAT'S SOMETHING Y0U KNOW TO gE \Q0% TRUE BUT SOMEONE? VWULO DISAGREE W TM 

You about? 

Animals cant tell v/hen you are vegan. 





Caitlin Gill is one of the funniest people 
I know, and one of the best independent 
comics out there. She's unassuming and 
shy one moment, and then the next she's 
slicing the air with this wicked intellect 
and raw humor that, if you get too close, 
will just fucking cut you to pieces. I've 
shared many a stage with her, mostly 
in her old stomping grounds in the San 
Francisco underground comedy scene, 
and I've been lucky enough to collaborate 
with her on music videos and some of 
my favorite conversations in this life. 
She moved off to LA not long ago, and 
the Bay Area's collective chuckle-meter 
immediately dropped a couple notches. She 
now co-hosts a weekly comedy show at the 
Hollywood Improv Lab with none other 
than Zed himself, Bobcat Goldthwait. 


Intro and interview by Dan Abbott. 


Good god, you’re funny. What’s the 
most extreme reaction (positive 
or negative) you’ve gotten from an 
audience? 

Oh man, I have killed and I have died. 
I’ve gotten letters from fans that tell 
me that what I do has changed their life 
for the better, and I’ve gotten youtube 
comments from people who think I am 
terrible and are pretty darn sure I’m 
really a man. 

What originally drew you to 
performing? Why comedy 
specifically? Did you do other 
things, like writing, music, 
painting, etc? 

I didn’t realize this until after I started 
doing stand-up, but I think I love comedy 
for the same reason other artists say 
they fear it. There is nothing between 


the performer and the audience. No 
script, no song, so instrument. It’s just 
you and them. I like how raw and pure 
that can be (also I have no artistic or 
musical talent at all). 

Did you have any idea you’d be doing 
something like this as an adult? 
When you were a kid, what did you 
imagine you’d grow up to do? 

I was fairly certain I was going to be 
Murphy Brown. Or a political campaign 
manager. I saw a lot of pant suits in my 
future. 

So, comedy pays pretty good, right? 
Family: supportive, or waiting for 
you to outgrow your “hobby?” 

I AM $0 PAID (I am not. I am terribly 
poor). My family is probably too 
supportive. They should probably tell 


me to grow up already but they’re all 
like, “We love you. Live your dream,” or 
whatever. 

Maybe it’s just my perception living 
in the Bay Area, but it seems like 
standup has been revitalized in 
recent years, with a whole new 
crop of comedians thriving in the 
underground, as opposed to just 
waiting for their “shot” on talk 
shows and cable TV specials. Is this 
an accurate perception? What has 
changed in the comedy world? 
Everything has changed. It is much 
easier to reach your audience these 
days, there are so many ways to give 
people what you make that aren’t talk 
shows and cable TV specials. I think 
those things are still big goals for 
comics, but I don’t think those are the 


most important ways to connect with 
fans anymore. 

There’s always been this 
uncomfortable relationship 

between subversive performance 
art and success. This may dovetail 
with the previous question, but what 
does it mean to be a successful 
comic today ? Does that differ from 
previous generations of comedians? 
For myself, I felt like I became a 
“successful comic” when I became a fan 
of my own work. That took about six 
years. Another milestone was leaving 
a day job. That was about a year later. 
Supporting yourself with comedy is sort 
of a measure of success, but that doesn’t 
necessarily mean that you are “good.” 
I still consider getting better at stand 
up to be more important than making 
money at stand up, which is probably 
part of why I’m still poor. I’m not sure 
this definition applies to anyone else, 
or if it’s just shit I made up, and I’m not 
sure how I would feel differently if I was 
performing in a different era. 

You spent a good deal of time 
performing with and promoting The 
Business, an underground comedy 
showcase in San Francisco. Would 
you describe what The Business is 
all about and 
how you got 
involved? 

The Business 
began almost 
six years ago in 
San Francisco 
as a place for 
four incredibly 
talented comics 
to each perform 
long sets (about 20 minutes) every week. 
I joined the show a few years ago, as 
success pulled a few of the OG members 
to new cities. They brought The Business 
tradition with them, and now we have 
shows in Los Angeles and New York as 
well. I have since moved to Los Angeles 
and now perform with the gang down 
here (every Monday night at Little Joy). 
We always have a few guests as well, 
always of the highest caliber. It is the 
best thing I have ever been a part of (no 
offense to my family). 

Alotoftheindependentcomicslknow 
have roots in the punk underground 
or other counterculture scenes. The 
Business reminds me in many ways 
of sketchy D1Y punk rock shows (and 
the Dark Room Theater is located 


precisely where Mission Records, an 
old record store and punk speakeasy, 
used to be). What does punk rock 
have to do with comedy? Does this 
affect what comics are doing and 
talking about on stage, and maybe 
even how they interact with the 
business side of things as well? 
Comedy is just like music in that it can 
be fucking punk or fucking pop. It is up 
to the artist. Comedy, like music, can 
choose to appease or assault cultural 
norms. I would say I, and The Business, 
do more of the latter, but I can name a 
few comics that are far bolder than I. 
One fine example is Bridgette Everett 
from NY, she may be the most punk 
thing I’ve ever seen. 

What are you working on these 
days? Any tours or other projects in 
the works? 

I would sincerely love to do a national 
tour of Bowling Alley shows, I’m 
working on getting that together. I also 
have a podcast in the works, because who 
fucking doesn't?! 

Your material is bawdy, frank, 
psychedelic, and politically astute, 
often all at once. Some of the 
humor, it seems, is coming from the 
broken taboos of “Wow, a woman is 


saying things we don’t normally 
talk about in polite company.” Are 
you conscious of the audience’s 
expectations with regard to gender 
roles and sexuality? 

Well phrased. That’s a good way to ask a 
question I get asked all the time. I still 
don’t know if I have a good answer. The 
audience begins a relationship with a 
comic the second they walk on stage, 
before they even say a word. Part of 
what a comic does is negotiate that 
relationship, that’s true for every comic 
- dude or lady. So yes, I am conscious 
of the audience’s expectations, but I 
would be even if I had a big o 1’ penis. I’m 
more aware of gender on the business 
side of things (not The Business, but 
show business). Paula Poundstone 
has been quoted as saying “being a 


woman has offered me opportunities in 
comedy as many times as it’s denied me 
opportunities.” I get that. Sometimes 
you get booked because you’re a woman, 
sometimes you don’t get booked because 
you’re a woman. It’s best when you get 
booked for your talent, but we don’t 
always live in the best world. 

By the same token, do you find extra 
challenges or rewards specific to 
being a woman in comedy? What 
is your experience with sexism 
from the audience, venues, or 
other performers? How did/do you 
respond? 

The reward is that I get to speak my 
mind. I make a living by expressing 
my identity and my opinions to the 
delight of many (and disgust of others), 
which makes me feel like I may be using 
my Political Science degree after all. I 
experience sexism and too often I avoid 
it instead of confronting it directly. I’m 
not famous and work real hard for what 
little I have, if it’s threatened by some 
misogynist shit, I’m better poised to flee 
than fight. I’m working on that, because 
I don’t like it. 

Is there any subject that just can’t 
be made funny? Often, good humor 
jolts you out of your comfort zone. 


How do you parse the relationship 
between shock value and humor? 

Everything is funny, especially things 
that aren’t. When joking about sensitive 
topics, intention matters. If your intent 
is to shock or hurt, then you can. If your 
intent is to comfort or heal, then you 
can. 

How does one start out in comedy? 
If someone reading this is thinking, 
“I could do that, I’m funny,” what is 
the first step? 

Do it. You just have to do it. Go. Do it. 
You will totally suck. Even if you are 
funny. You will suck for a long time. I 
would say the first step is to just DO it. 
After that, just successfully negotiate 
your relationships with fear, failure and 
success and you’re golden. It's that easy! 


"COMEDY IS JUST UKE MUSIC IN THAT IT CAN BE 
FUCKING FUNK OR FUCKING FOF. IT IS UF TO THE 
AKTIST. COMEDY — UKE MUSIC-CAN CHOOSE TO 
AFFEASE OK ASSAULT CUDTUKAD NOKMS" 


JUST ADD VINYL 
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12" JACKETS starting at $450 


500 Full Color 12” jackets 
printed on 20 pt. SBS 

w/ 1/0 - 1 1x1 1 inserts - $625 
w/ 1/1 -11x11 inserts -$695 
w/ 4/0 - 1 1x1 1 inserts - $725 
w/ 4/1 - 1 1 xl 1 inserts - $795 
w/ 4/4 - 1 1 xl 1 inserts - $925 


1,000 Full Color 12” jackets 
printed on 20 pt. SBS 

w/ 1/0 - 1 1x11 inserts - $850 
w/ 1/1 -11x11 inserts -$950 
w/ 4/0-11x11 inserts - $1 ,000 
w/4/1 -11x11 inserts -$1,100 
w/ 4/4-11x11 inserts - $1 ,250 


-add full color labels -$150 

- add matte or gloss UV to jacket - $25 

- add reverse board - $100 

- add matte paper or uncoated paper to insert - $20 

* prices include shipping to one location per item 

* prices include a standard over run 



7" JACKETS starting at $225 


500 Full Color 7” Pockets 
on 10 pt. coated or uncoated 

w/ 1/0 - 7x7 inserts - $570 
w/ 1/1 - 7x7 inserts - $605 
w/ 4/0 - 7x7 inserts - $725 
w/ 4/1 - 7x7 inserts - $775 
w/ 4/4 - 7x7 inserts - $875 


1,000 Full Color 7” Pockets 
on 10 pt. coated or uncoated 

w/ 1/0 - 7x7 inserts - $665 
w/ 1/1 - 7x7 inserts - $735 
w/ 4/0 - 7x7 inserts - $825 
w/ 4/1 - 7x7 inserts - $900 
w/ 4/4 - 7x7 inserts - $1 ,000 


- add full color labels - $1 50 

- add matte paper or uncoated paper to insert - $25 

- add 1 ,000 polybags - $40 

* prices include shipping to one location per item 

* prices include a standard over run 

* CHECK OUR WEBSITE FOR UPDATED PRICES & MONTHLY SPECIALS! 



Full color center labels $150 

7”, 10”, or 12” vinyl center labels with any jacket or insert order. 

1 ,000 quantity (includes 25% overs) 



All of our manufacturing is done in North America 3449 TECHNOLOGY DRIVE, STE. 212, NORTH VENICE, FLORIDA 34275 

working environments. living wage Y0U CAN CALL US, WE'LL ANSWER: 941.484.5151 


MANUFACTURING QUALITY GOODS FOR YOUR BAND AND RECORD LABEL, SINCE 1994. 


secret ©UrtoLer 


t-shirts, stickers, patches, badges, 
dark alternative clothing 

www.secretoktober.com 

2101 S. 1st, ATX 
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PEN AND SCREEN 

PRINTING CO 



WWW.PENANDSCREEN.COM 

PORTLAND. OR 

i71.200.5002 



special: 20 * 7 s 
fuck you, youu Buy IT! 

SUPPORT PUNK BUSINESS! 
VvWFilWKffSAWKaiSTClN.CONl 
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Kyle Kinane is, without a doubt, one of the best stand ups out there right now. Hes a natural raconteur who can take a situation 
like having to find a clean bathroom to use in an emergency into a hilarious tale of self-realization and unlearning cultural and racial 
prejudice. Originally from the western suburb of Addison, he did the classic ‘90s Chicagoland suburb thing of being in a pop-punk band. 

A lot of us are guilty of that. Ditching powerchords for jokes, he started doing standup in the late ‘90s/early ‘00s cutting his teeth at places 
like the Lyon s Den (which hosted both stand up and punk shows) with other comedians like Pete Holmes and Kumail Nanjiani. 

Since leaving Chicago for L. A. his popularity has exploded. Since 2010 hes released three amazing albums: Death of the Party, 
Whiskey Icarus, and last year s I Liked His Old Stuff Better. Besides doing standup he s been a part of such great shows as Workaholics 
and Drunk History and has done voice work for Aqua Teen Hunger Force, Bob’s Burgers and Adventure Time. He s gone down to The Fest 
in Gainesville to do interviews with bands for outlets like Alternative Press. Hes also that voice on Comedy Central that tells you what’s 
coming up next. He also still keeps up a bit with the punk scene, and via our universally beloved, and lady-about-pop-punk, music reviewer 
Danny Bailey I got to send him some questions. 

A few months after sending him the questions and receiving his replies I found an email from him in my inbox. He wrote to 
apologize. Apparently he had forgotten that he had already replied and wanted to say he was sorry and offered to still get me some answers 
if I still wanted them. A very thoughtful act from a guy who definitely doesn ’t need a zine like No Friends to help out his career. 

I got a chance to see him perform this past fall when friends of the zine, the Puterbaugh Sisters (look for an interview with them 
in an upcoming issue), hosted and opened his show at Up Comedy Club here in Chicago. After the show everyone went to the bar across 
the street and proceeded to get utterly shithoused. I managed to give Kyle a copy of issue #7 of this zine, which he clutched to his chest like 
someone was going to mug him for it, as he finally made his way out of the bar at close. 

If you ’re already familiar with Kyle Kinane, Fm not quite sure why you ’re reading this introduction. You probably know enough 
about him already. If you ’re unfamiliar, let me highly recommend you watch his segment on Drunk History where he talks about the 
Haymarket Riot and/or watch his most recent special I Liked His Old Stuff Better before you go any further. Or not. Do what you want. But 
definitely check this guy out. You won ’t regret it. Unless you hate laughing. Which would be really weird. 

Intro and interview by Ray Martinez. Interview facilitated by Danny Bailey. 

Header art by Trista Winn, portrait art by Jeff Gammill. 


YOU KNOW, WE’VE ACTUALLY MET BEFORE. I 
PLAYED A SHOW WITH YOUR OLD BAND, THE GRAND 
MARQUIS, AT OFF THE ALLEY. THERE WAS A BAND THAT 
WAS HAVING THEIR RECORD RELEASE — THEY PUT 
EVERYONE THEY KNEW ON THE GUEST LIST AND OUR 
BANDS GOT PAID ABOUT TEN BUCKS EACH. 

WE WERE ALL IN HIGH SCHOOL AND HAD 
CURFEWS AND HAD TO LEAVE, BUT NOT BEFORE WE 
PULLED OUT SOME GOLF CLUBS AND OTHER WEIRD 
INSTRUMENTS OF VENGEANCE FROM OUR GUITARIST’S 
TRUNK TO THREATEN (AS MUCH AS A 16 AND 17 YEAR 
OLDS FROM THE BURBS CAN LOOK THREATENING) 
THE PROMOTER. I KNOW WE LEFT SOME WITH YOU 
GUYS BECAUSE WE HAD TO GET BACK TO OUR PARENTS’ 
HOMES AND YOU ALL WERE LIKE, “WHAT THE FUCK?!’’ 
I’D BE SURPRISED IF YOU REMEMBERED THAT SHOW, 
BUT IT ALWAYS STICKS OUT IN MY HEAD BECAUSE IT 
WAS THE FIRST TIME I EVER GOT TOTALLY SCREWED BY 
A PROMOTER. 

Yeah I remember that being our last show at Off The 
Alley (we’d maybe played there two or three times before.) We’d 
heard such great things about the legendary Off The Alley and 
how Winepress and Mushuganas always played there and how 
some even bigger out-of-town bands would play there, then we 
get there and the promoters were dirtbags. 


THAT BEING SAID, COMPARE THE ABSOLUTE WORST 
PUNK SHOW YOU EVER PLAYED WITH ABSOLUTE 
WORST COMEDY GIG YOU’VE EVER DONE. NOT JUST 
PERFORMANCE AND AUDIENCE REACTION, BUT ALSO 
DEALING WITH PROMOTERS AND VENUES. 

We let our drummer book a show that turned out to 
be a frat at Purdue University. Cleared the room out in half a 
song. All the way to Indiana just to have people yell, “Play Dave 
Matthews, freaks!” We kept playing since we’d made the effort 
to get there. Even if shows were bad, as long as we were all 
on good terms it didn’t matter. “Oh well, we’re having remote 
practice tonight!” I know I sound like Andy Rooney when I 
say this, but with everything being out in the open online, you 
can’t really get away with ripping people off anymore. You can 
do it once but people will announce it. I got ripped off by a guy 
in Sioux Falls. Told him, “Okay, listen, you can have a month 
to get the agreed amount to me. If not, I tell everyone I know 
in comedy and I mention your name on Twitter, Facebook, all 
that.” It wasn’t a door deal. This guy signed a contract. He didn’t 
pay so I put out the word. The world doesn’t need any more 
scumbags. 

IT SEEMS LIKE THERE’S BEEN A HUGE CROSSOVER OF 
PUNKS AND COMEDIANS. ON A NATIONALLY KNOWN 
LEVEL THERE’S YOU, FRED ARMISEN AND CARRIE 
BROWNSTEIN, JON WURSTER. IN REGIONAL SCENES 


YOU’VE GOT FOLKS LIKE CHICAGO’S NIC ROULEY 
AND LARA BEITZ, MILWAUKEE’S JAKE KORNELY, 
MINNEAPOLIS’ RANA MAY. HELL, EVEN HANNIBAL 
BURESS’S DJ, TONY, USED TO RUN WITH THE PUNKS IN 
CARBONDALE, IL. WHAT DO YOU THINK IS THE SIMILAR 
DRAW BETWEEN THE TWO? 

What punks have you met who didn’t think they were 
the funniest people in the room? 

ARE THERE ANY OTHER SECRET/EX PUNK COMEDIANS 
THAT YOU’VE RUN INTO? EVER TALKED ABOUT 
STARTING A BAND WITH THEM? 

Jonah Ray still listens to a lot of records. There’s more 
and more folks getting into it. I think somebody from the 
Thermals is doing standup. I loved playing in a band just for the 
ritual of it. I liked loading in. I liked the feeling of creating with 
a group of people. Even if it was a silly cover band, I’d welcome 
the change of scenery. Standing on a stage and not having to 
talk at all sounds a little refreshing, if I’m being honest. 

STAND UP COMEDIANS ARE ON THE ROAD A LOT— 
WHAT’RE SOME OFTHE SIMILARITIES AND DIFFERENCES 
BETWEEN TOURING AS A STRUGGLING COMEDIAN VS. 
AS A STRUGGLING MUSICIAN? 

I never really toured when I was struggling. I struggled 
in one place when I moved to LA. I didn’t tour until I felt there 
was an audience out there for me. I didn’t try and force it on 
folks. Once aspecialthing Records asked me to do a record, 
and I got to have something out there for people to comment 
on and get to know me by, then I set out on a tour. And I still 
saved up a bunch of money so I wouldn’t go broke. People using 
Kickstarter to fund tours kinda bugs me. It probably shouldn’t, 
but a big part of me thinks, “If you want something so bad, 
make it happen yourself.” There’s this entitlement culture who 
thinks just because they’re little artistic butterflies that the 
world should just let them be that. Fuck all that. You want to 
tour? Work two or three jobs saving money. Bust your ass first 


BESIDES DOING THAT SPLIT, HOW ACTIVE ARE YOU 
STILL IN PUNK? DO YOU STILL TRY TO KEEP UP WITH 
NEW BANDS, OR ARE YOU AT THAT STAGE WHERE YOU 
JUST CHECK OUT WHATS RECOMMENDED TO YOU? 

I like the recommendations. Whatever I might 
stumble into online. I don’t make it out to many shows since I’m 
usually working at night. 

THERE SEEMS TO BE A WHOLE PODCAST CIRCUIT FOR 
COMEDIANS THESE DAYS. IN MY OPINION, THERE ARE 
FEW THINGS FUNNIER AND MORE INTERESTING THAN 
HEARING COMEDIANS TALK ABOUT STYLES OF COMEDY 
AND CRAFT AND ALL THAT. BUT ONE OF THE SIDE 
EFFECTS OF THIS IS THAT IT’S TAKEN WHAT USED TO 
BE BACKSTAGE/POST-GIG PERSONAL CONVERSATIONS 
AND PUT THEM OUT THERE FOR EVERYONE TO HEAR. 
HOW DO YOU FEEL THE RISE OF THE COMEDY PODCAST 
HAS AFFECTED THE STAND-UP WORLD? DO YOU THINK 
IT’S MADE AUDIENCES BETTER, MORE KNOWLEDGABLE 
AND APPRECIATIVE? OR HAS IT JUST TURNED IDIOTS 
INTO DOUCHEBAG KNOW-IT-ALLS? OR EVEN WORSE... 
POSEURS. 

Personally I think people should have to go through 
the same vetting process to buy podcast equipment as you 
do for a firearm. So many comedians broadcasting into the 
darkness just because they can. Just because you’re a comedian, 
you’re not obligated to have a podcast. I don’t think people 
realize that. 

YOU’VE TALKED ABOUT HOW WHEN YOU FIRST 
STARTED YOU KINDA MODELED YOURSELF OFF OF 
MITCH HEDBERG, TELLING MORE STRAIGHT AHEAD 
TYPE OF JOKES, BUT NOW YOU’RE DEFINITELY KNOWN 
MORE AS A CONVERSATIONAL COMEDIAN. DID YOU 
CONSCIOUSLY MOVE AWAY FROM JOKE-JOKES OR WAS 
IT JUST A GRADUAL SHRUG? 

Getting a little more personal became more 


what punks have you met 
who didn't think they were 
the funniest people in the 

room? 


and find out if that blood sweat and tears was worth it for your 
precious art. 

YOU PUT OUT A SPLIT 7” WITH MINNEAPOLIS’S SLOW 
DEATH. THE ONLY OTHER COMEDY/PUNK SPLIT 7 ” THAT 
I’VE EVER SEEN WAS THE ONE PATTON OSWALT DID WITH 
THE MELVINS— AND LET’S NOT GET INTO WHETHER OR 
NOT THE MELVINS ARE PUNK. WHAT MADE YOU WANT 
TO DO SOMETHING LIKE THAT? AND HOW DID YOU GET 
HOOKED UP WITH THE SLOW DEATH AND AVI AT SILVER 
SPROCKET? 

Jesse Thorson asked me to do it. That was about it. 

WHICH CAME FIRST, LISTENING TO HOT WATER MUSIC 
OR YOUR BEARD? AND HOW DID YOUR ENJOYMENT OF 
EITHER IMPACT YOUR ENJOYMENT OF THE OTHER? 

This beard shit is out of hand. It’s just a fucking beard. 
It’s not a culture. It’s not a lifestyle. Dudes out there buying 
creams and oils. Going to Sephora for their fucking beards. It 
really defeats itself. I just got too lazy/depressed to shave, but 
now all these dudes are grooming their faces like fucking show 
dogs. 


interesting for me as a comedian. I didn’t have to worry about 
all the mathematics of the wording for the joke to work, but I 
did have to worry about an audience accepting me for whatever 
type of person I am for the joke to work. It’s a different feeling, 
from knowing, “Oh, I said the words in the right order” to, 

“Oh, this audience is laughing in spite of me saying some very 
terrible things about myself.” 

THE COMEDY GAME IS OBVIOUSLY A WHOLE DIFFERENT 
BEAST THAN PUNK. BUT COMING UP THROUGH DIY 
PUNK IN THE 90S THERE HAD TO BE SOME IDEALS 
THAT WERE BURNED INTO YOU AS A PERSON. WHAT’S IT 
BEEN LIKE WORKING IN AN INDUSTRY THAT BASICALLY 
REQUIRES YOU TO GO CORPORATE IN ORDER TO DO 
WHAT YOU WANT TO DO? 

I don’t think I ever went “corporate.” I work doing 
voice over for a Viacom channel, sure. But it’s not like I went out 
with a suit and tie and a resume and went knocking on doors. 
The job fell in my lap and I’m grateful for it. It’s definitely not, 
“Hi, I’m Kyle Kinane and you should drink Pepsi.” But sure, 
everyone needs to pick what type of whore they want to be. 


THE DIY ELEMENT OF STAND UP IS UNDENIABLE IN 
THE FACT THAT IT S LITERALLY JUST ONE PERSON 
(FOR THE MOST PART) UP THERE ON STAGE DOING IT 
THEMSELVES. LIKE THAT FIRST TIME YOU WENT TO A 
VFW, OR WHATEVER, AND SAW A BAND AND THOUGHT 
“I COULD DO THIS,” WHO WAS THE COMEDIAN— OR 
THE SHOWCASE, OR WHATEVER— THAT MADE YOU 
THINK, “I COULD TOTALLY DO THAT!” 

Seeing Screeching Weasel when I was 16 and learning 
guitar for all the songs off Boogada in two days did it for me. 


RESOUND SO DEEPLY WITH PEOPLE THAT THEY SHOUT 
YOUR PRAISES FROM EVERY MOUNTAIN AND VALLEY? 

I really don’t know That Grantland piece was very 
flattering. Not sure I earned it, but it was nice. Maybe because 
I remind people of someone they already know. Some loud 
asshole friend or neighbor who’s fortunately slightly more 
entertaining than he is irritating. 

ALSO, HOW THE HELL DID YOU GET DOLPH ZIGGLER TO 
CUT A PROMO FOR YOUR SPECIAL?! 


DID YOU EVER GET INTO THE WHOLE 90S SUBURBAN 
STRAIGHTEDGE THING? LIKE, EVEN FOR A MINUTE? 

Straightedge and Kyle never saw eye to eye. Right on 
if you want a cleaner lifestyle, but straightedge always felt like 
a bunch of bullies with the added suffering of a moral high 
ground. After saying that I guess I’ll get to wash down my teeth 
with a can of Old Style. 

The Victory shows always looked like a bunch of 
unhappy kids in gym class. I’d much rather dance around with 
the drunks at a ska show. 

IF COULD HAVE HAD ANY OTHER MUSIC PLAYING WHEN 
GETTING A DUI BESIDES 
TESLA, WHAT DO YOU 
THINK WOULD HAVE BEEN 
A BETTER SOUNDTRACK? 

Honestly I was singing 
that Tesla from the heart. I was 
really feeling it. I don’t think 
there’s a better soundtrack. I 
love me some fucking Tesla. 

YOUR NEWEST SPECIAL AND 
ALBUM IS TITLED I LIKED 
HIS OLD STUFF BETTER. 

WHO ARE SOME ARTISTS, 

IN WHATEVER MEDIUM, 

WHO’S LATER (OR NEWER) 

MATERIAL YOU THINK IS 
ACTUALLY BETTER THAN 
THEIR OLDER OUTPUT? NO 
ONE’S GONNA CALL YOU A 
POSEUR BECAUSE OF YOUR 
ANSWER. AT LEAST NOT TO 
YOUR FACE. 

There’s a couple really 
good Naked Raygun tracks that came out not long ago. People 
let nostalgia rob them of enjoying so much in the present. I’m 
trying to not be like that. Things were great back when, sure. 
But they’re also great now. 

WHO DID THE ART THAT WAS SHOWN ON THE SPECIAL. 
IT LOOKS LIKE SOME COOL BARONESS TYPE EX-PUNKS 
MAKING METAL TYPE SHIT. 



I don’t actually follow much wrestling. Dolph has been 
trying standup and my buddy directing the piece recommended 
him. He was a really sweet guy. 

PUNKS LOVE THREE THINGS: LISTS, ARGUING, AND 
ARGUING OVER LISTS. GIMME A LIST OF YOUR CRUCIAL 
PUNK RECORDS AND CRUCIAL COMEDY RECORDS/ 
SPECIALS, AND TRY TO JUSTIFY THEM TO THE SCENE 
POLICE. 

My go-to’s can change but Strong Reaction by 
Pegboy is always there. I still try to see Pegboy if I can. Larry 
sings his goddamn heart out, just happy to be drunk and 

still have a band to play with. Dry 
heaves between songs - a goddamn 
committed showman! That’s 
lacking today. Sincerity. So much 
overwrought face sincerity. Larry 
messing up his own lyrics but 
smiling because he’s truly having 
a good time, that’s sincere. And 
Shanks For The Memories by Dave 
Attel... I think I listened to that 
almost every night when I delivered 
pizzas. Almost crashed. I think that 
album is like London Calling to every 
comedian under 40 right now. 

HERE’S YOUR CHANCE TO PLUG 
ANYTHING YOU WANT, AS LONG 
AS IT’S NOT ABOUT YOU... 

My buddy Matt Braunger’s new 
special Big Dumb Animal came 
out on Feb 6th! And there’s some 
new Bollweevils tunes coming out 
sometime soon I think. 


YOUR NEWEST SPECIAL JUST 
CAME OUT, THE ALBUM OF IT COMING SOON... WHAT’S 
THE REST OF YOUR IMMEDIATE FUTURE LOOKING LIKE? 
BIG YEAR FOR KYLE KINANE? THIS IS YOUR CHANCE TO 
PLUG YOU... 

Just touring. Putzing around the world telling jokes 
for as long as the forces in the universe allow me to do so. 


That’s my buddy Dom Gianneschi. He was part of our 
whole suburban punk crew. He’s a designer in SF now. 

OVER THE PAST FEW YEARS YOU’VE BECOME WHAT 
ONE WRITER CALLED “THE CULT HERO OF STANDUP 
COMEDY.” THAT SAME GUY ALSO COMPARED HEARING 
YOU FOR THE FIRST TIME TO THE FIRST TIME HE HEARD 
AN ELECTRIC GUITAR. THAT’S SOME PRETTY HEAVY 
STUFF. 

BUT PEOPLE DO SEEM TO BE INTO YOU AS 
A COMEDIAN THE SAME WAY THAT THEY’RE INTO 
BANDS— YOU HAVE A VERY ACTIVE FANBASE THAT I’VE 
ONLY SEEN SOME OTHER STANDUPS, LIKE PATTON 
OSWALT, HAVE. YOUR FELLOW COMEDIANS ALSO LOVE 
YOU— MARC MARON. WHAT DO YOU THINK IT IS ABOUT 
YOUR COMEDY AND PERFORMANCES THAT SEEM TO 


You can find out when Kyle is gonna be in your town by 
checking out kylekinane. com and Twitter @kylekinane 



enough to yet home. 0 su> 
7-tomobiles for a ride. 


The first month 0 five/ in San Trancisco 0 found myself with a friend, both of us too drunk, to yet home safety, after a niyht out danciny. We 
hadyone to a cfuh on the other side of the city from where we both lived at the time, and 0 didn't ready know how to naviyate puttie transit wett 
r °J we yet a cab. 7Ay friend immediatety shot that idea down and said that they were yoiny to catt a thiny catted 
nfif... 0 thouyht they were fuefiny with me. 

About ten minutes after the catt was made a car putt up to the ctuh and we hopped in. We were yreeted by the cutest tittte doy. The 
driver turned around and, to my utter surprise, was Lynn Breedlove ~ former sinyer for Tribe 8. JAy friend said ni," and away we went. 

After about iy minutes ofwonderfut conversation [and did 0 mention that adorable doy?] we finatty putt up to our destination and Lynn says, 
"Oh! The JABBhouse! Bunks! Awesome!" We asked how much we owed and he told us that the suyyested donation was $1-2 per minute of the 
drive. We ytadty paid more, tipped, andstumbted into the house. 

Tfomo bites is somethiny that is so, wett, very San Trancisco that it bums me out that 0 don't tive there anymore. A non-profit ride 
service, started by a radicat aueer punk that is, in their own words, "committed to providincj secure and retiabte transit to the ST Bavj Area 
LCjBTOOCL community and its atties." 

What is so awesome to me about Btomo biles is that it isn t an attempt to cash in on the yay and cjueer communities that have been 
such a historic part of the "Bay Area - something that count fess corporation and tech startups have been doiny for the past few decades. Bto- 
mohifes is not 'the yay Uber. ' They arestaffedby volunteers, who are compensated for their work by the donations of the people who use the 
service. Tdomohiles is much fess a commercial venture than it is a community service yroup. 

Ayain, O' [[just let them say it, cause they say it best: "We are here to provide emotional safety to underserved communities who 
experience stress or discrimination on various forms o fir ans porta tion due to their yender or sexual identity." 

0 wanted to interview Lynn before 0 left the Bay, but ended up haviny to do this exchanye via the internet. Either way, 0 felt that 
Tdomobiles is an incredibly important service in the Bay Area, started by a punk showing that you can do somethiny fun and cool that is as 
equally important and noble. Also, yotta admit, just being able to talk to Lynn from Tribe 8 was a really cool thiny for me. 

Of you're in the Bay Area you can yet a ride from 7-tomobiles by textiny 4 iy-yj 4 -y 023 [make sure to include your name, pickup ad- 
dress and destination, and number ofpassenyers]. 

Tor yeneral information or inquires you can check 
out their website at homo biles, ory 

7-tomobiles is also a reyistered California 
NBOyOifcjy and can accept tax deductible dona- 
tions. you can siyn up for recurriny donations [as 
little as Sy/mo]. They are also currently workjny 
on an app for the service, and could definitely use 
everyone's help raisiny money for that. So maybe 
thinkabout popping by their website and drop piny 
off a couple of bucks ifyou can. 

Ontro and interview by Bay JAartinez. 
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When did Homobiles start? 
What made you want to create 
it? What was the structure of 
the business like at the begin- 
ning? 

I started it in 2010. My mom had 
a stroke in 2009. I couldn’t tour 
any more - had to stay local to 
take care of her. I had a bike/ 
truck messenger company called 
Lickety Split, an all-girl couri- 
er in the ‘90s, so I just jumped 
in her car and started driving 
babes around. Just me at first, 
then my pals joined in. 

You operate on a donation ba- 
sis and never turn people away 
for lack of funds... has this been 
a sustainable model for the ser- 
vice? 

Suggested donation is a buck a 
minute with no one turned away 
for lack of funds - like a punk 
show. People donate more, some 
less, some abuse the service. 
If someone’s a jerk and gives 
$100, or is sweet and has $0, we 
choose the sweet person. We axe 
difficult people. We eventually 
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raised the sug- 
gested sliding 
scale to $1-2 
a minute suggested so people 
could feel free to support us 
more if they wanted. 

So don’t get too offended when 
I say this but... Homobiles is a 
car service not unlike Uber or 
Lyft - but you’re not an app. 
Was it a conscious decision of 
tech rebellion to keep a call 
service? Are there plans for an 
app? Who’s the Danny Devito 
in the cage like in Taxi?! 

When we started it was text only 
- Uber already had an app. I 
could have jumped on their sys- 
tem, but I wanted to be the de- 
liberately homo choice. We are 
working on an app now, but we 
will keep the text option to not 
push anyone out who doesn’t 
have a smart phone - especially 
when we expand to places where 
poverty is more of an issue, like 
India and Africa. We take turns 
dispatching. Me and the main 
weekend night guy have been 
dispatching since the ‘90s. 
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We use a lotta bike 
messenger lingo that have be- 
come the terms we use, like “a 
tag,” meaning “ride” or “clean” 
meaning that you’re done with 
the ride. Then we add new terms 
just like one would in bike mes- 
senger culture - like “homo- 
jack.” That’s when you are in 
the car and you make the driver 
go to a bunch of other faraway 
stops, or don’t let them pick up 
another rider for a “homoshut- 
tle” - which is a shared ride 
arranged by the dispatcher. Or 
when you just say you’re the guy 
who ordered the car when you’re 
not them. 

About how many drivers work 
for Homobiles? What are the 
shifts like? How does one get a 
position there? 

The shifts are varied, like 5-8 
hours. Some drivers live in town 
and just hang at home and grab 
rides throughout the day when 
it’s slow. Other drivers come 
over and knock out a lot of rides 


on weekend nights, then go back 
to the East Bay. A good crew is 
about 15 drivers and 5 dispatch- 
ers. 

I heard talk that y’all were 
trying to become a certified 
non-profit. What non-profit 
status are you looking to op- 
erate as, and why the decision 
to do that? It makes so much 
sense that a service like Homo- 
biles would exist in the histor- 
ically queer positive Bay Area, 
but there are other places that 
could definitely use something 
like what you do. Have there 
been any thoughts on expand- 
ing to other cities? 

We applied for non-profit to be 
legit because everyone wants us 
except cabbies. We couldn’t af- 
ford the TCP license, but we had 
to find a way to serve the com- 
munity. We finally got approved 
after four years and three days 
after my mom died. We think 
she pushed it through. She es- 
caped from East Germany in 
the c 40s and went to work for the 



Americans - so she was always 
good at moving paperwork 

Being a non-profit 
puts the focus on the service as- 
pect of this. It doesn’t mean peo- 
ple can’t get paid, it just means 
that you don’t have to pay piles 
of money to the corporation or 
the state - that basically every- 
one can afford to go somewhere 
and drivers can afford to drive. 

Right now the amount 
of insurance and fees one needs 
are kinda crazy and it effective- 
ly prevents people from doing 
anything besides walking, bik- 
ing, skating, or bussing it. This 
would also eventually allow us 
in wealthier areas of the world 
to help those in poverty stricken 
areas get around safely, much as 
riders help each other in SF right 
now. Transwomen 


homo bar where the regulars are 
old and the drinks are strong. 
They get right back up, and in 
the car, and don’t puke. Where- 
as the young ones... we get 'em 
to sit in the front seat, look out 
the front windshield, crack the 
window, and don’t play Journey 
or any other noodlefest. Just si- 
lent focus. I did learn something 
from punk. And drinking. 

Any randy Taxicab Confession 
type stories *wink wink*? 

Yes, a couple guys did make 
some sweet love in the backseat 
once after Folsom. It was extra 
romantic - They both had boy- 
friends to go home to. I respect- 
fully kept my eyes off the rear- 
view. I’ve been watched making 


were bikes, trucks, or cars. Not 
being in an office is key. 

I once worked with 
some folks in the early days of 
Homobiles that tried to get me 
to stay put in the office we had 
for a while - so drivers could 
find me and meet with me. I 
said they can text my ass and I’ll 
come running, but I ain’t sitting 
behind no desk. I have to be out- 
side moving, seeing the world. 
“Free your ass and your mind 
will follow.” That was, I think, 
a Pansy Division or Homo- 
core sticker I saw on the inside 
of some band’s van once in the 
‘90s. 

I focus in motion. I 
had a therapist once who told me 
I ought a pick up moving medi- 
tation since I couldn’t sit still. 


in India get regular- 
ly gangbanged in the 
marketplace and no 
one helps. They are 
only allowed to be 
prostitutes. So Homo- 
biles would tweak the 
system for your town. Ride up 
on a scooter give her a full face 
helmet, take off incog., drop her 
at the door of her trick. Come 
back later. Same deal. No run- 
ning the gauntlet. 

Here we are not al- 
lowed to knowingly take sex 
workers to work. Cabbies tried 
to create a thing where they 
could accuse you of conspira- 
cy to do illegal shit. So we say, 
“don’t ask, don’t tell.” It’s all 
part of the emotional safety gig 
anyway. The driver and the rider 
don’t need to discuss sex- 
work. That is what cabbies 
do, and that is often creepy 
to dancers, pros, etc. We 
also have a no flirt policy 
and a don’t- tell-me -where - 
you’re-going-if-you’re-go- 
ing-to-do-illegal-shit poli- 


'JObat 9 [earned from hunk, besides bow to bandfe 
drunks in a car: 199y - by, for, and about community. 


The ultimate goal is to provide 
either directly, or indirectly, 
emotional and physical safety 
for anyone who is even a little 
part female. And everyone is. 
If we just bring it to everyone’s 
attention that bigotry sucks 
and you could make money not 
being a dick, then we can help 
make the world a cooler place. 

You once gave me a copy of your 
audio CD (with some great art- 
work by the always amazing, 
Fly) when you dropped me off 
at the MRR house. Could you 
talk a little about that? 

I recorded my novel, Godspeed. 
Eight and a half hours of me 
reading it, like I did on tour. 
There is an audio version of my 
book out there for 
blind people, but 
it’s read by some- 
one else, not me. 
I hear it is a com- 
pletely different ex- 
perience. 


out with my girlfriend by cab- 
bies enough to respect a private 
moment. Whatever happens in 
the backseat is allowed and laud- 
ed - as long as you don’t get any 
on the pink velour seat covers. 
Keep a tissue handy. 

I always love it when punks 
go on to start cool businesses. 
What did you learn from punk, 
if anything, that helped you 
start a business? 

What I learned from punk, be- 


The couple times you gave me a 
ride you had your dog with you. 
I don’t really have a question... 
I just really like your dog. A lot. 
How’s it doing?! 

Jay Snow, the Homobiles mas- 
cot, is beloved by many. He’s 
doing great. People get in the 
car and if he’s not there they go, 
“Where’s Jay Snow?!” I say, “Last 
I heard he couldn’t drive. Do you 
still wanna ride?” Many a queen 
will elbow each other out of the 



There seems to be a current re- 
surgence in feminism via punk. 
Largely with a Riot Grrl reviv- 
al. A lot of people, especially 
young lady punks are looking 
back towards the ‘90s DIY/ 
punk culture for inspiration 
in politics and art. Tribe 8 was 
a hugely influential band that 
helped break a lot of ground 
for women and queers in the 
underground, and eventually 
the world at large. What do you 
see as the lasting legacy of the 
things you and your friends did 
20 years ago? 

I dunno. Peaches and 
RuPaul are house- 
hold names? Stripper 
novels are their own 
genre? 


cy. 

Being a person that often drives 
drunk people around, do you 
have any funny stories about 
the lushes? 

There are amateurs and profes- 
sionals. Our job is not to judge 
but whether or not they are what 
we call “seaworthy” (also some 
pirate lingo in here). Will they 
puke or not? 

The rule is, “if they can walk 
on their own, they can ride.” 
If they need help getting to, or 
in, the car they have to wait ‘til 
they sober up. We’ll be back. 
Older drunks can often hold 
their liquor, in that they know 
how much they can handle. Al- 
though, I’ve seen a few go down 
walking out of the gangway of a 


sides how to handle drunks in 
a car: DIY - by, for, and about 
community. Create stuff you 
love with people you love. If 
there are systems in place that 
don’t serve you, make your own. 
If it’s fun, work for it. If it’s not, 
do something different. 

Before Homobiles you ran an 
all-lady bike messenger service 
in SF. What is it about con- 
stantly moving around that 
draws you to making it what 
you do for a living? 

Constantly moving around. 
That’s right. I’m an ADD, Sag, 
travelin’ punk. I’ve always driv- 
en in some capacity since I was 
a kid. I drive my friends around, 
and in every job I’ve had there 


way insisting that he is their 
boyfriend. 

The Bay is a hub of venture 
capitalism right now. There 
are dudes in suits lining up 
to throw money at new and 
unique businesses. Has Homo- 
biles ever considered finding 
funding this way? 

I’m interested in tech compa- 
nies investing in Homobiles. My 
pitch: I know you came to SF 
for the culture. How would you 
like to make sure it continues to 
thrive by donating to some of the 
organizations that support it? 

What would you say the ulti- 
mate goal of Homobiles is? 


Are there any musical or art 
projects that you are currently 
involved with? 

Started a band called the Ho- 
mobiles: songs about cars and 
babes. Gypsy punk. 

And my last question... what 
is one thing you know to be 
absolutely true. 100% fact. But 
it’s something that someone, 
somewhere would disagree 
with. 

If each person takes responsi- 
bility for and focuses on their 
own personal evolution, we can 
achieve world peace. 
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North Korea is burning with fever. Since "supreme grandson" 
Kim Jong-un came to power snippets of strange and 
unexpected news have begun to emerge from Pyongyang. For 
example there are rumors in the air that the new leader of this 
Asian country is less of a chip off the old regime block and 
actually more interested in NBA matches than with nuclear 
war schemes. He even intends to pursue a policy of openness 
inviting The Pirate Bay torrent tracker to host the servers 
somewhere in DPRK and allowing Korean women to wear jeans. 
This last piece of news frightens us a lot, cuz we all know that 


promoting women's initiatives and the 
relaxation of the national dress code 
could quickly destroy each and every 
country. However it turns out that 
the supreme leader is far from being 
a fool. That is why jeans are illegal 
once again. Last year when there was 
barely no Instagram evidence of North 
Korea's existence our friends Vadim 
Gurov and Grigory Malaev visited this 
hotbed of Socialism to find out just how 
badass skateboarding can be against a 
personality cult, plus provide us with 
the list of best spots in the world of 
Juche. 




There are three ways to get 
to North Korea. You can purchase a 
tourist voucher, be part of an official 
delegation, or get into the country by 
accident getting mixed up at a border 
crossing. Since tourism is known as a 
dirty word and the last option is only 
suitable for fiendish prison break club 
members we would advise you to 
travel with the secret society of Juche 
fans. Juche is the political thesis and 
a main ideology of North Korea. It is 
reminiscent of a DIY approach — if 
DIY was applied only on a massive 
governmental and national scale. 
So here's the deal: you have to do it 
yourself, rely on yourself, and promote 
peaceful reunification. No big deal. 
Official membership with your local 
Juche organization is quite similar 
to backstage passes to your favorite 
bands' show. Imagine getting in to the 
parade after party and having one's 
picture taken with the party elite. Or at 
least give it a good shot. This is better 


than anything your unlucky fellow 
paparazzi could ever dream about. 
This is for real and you are a super 
delegate. The catch: You have to join a 
couple of their dull seminars and hail 
Kim in order to get your member card. 
You won't regret it — it's not that bad! 

You reach Pyongyang after 
a pile of visa and customs formalities 
and a 10 hour flight. 

Right after the stairway you 
get what you came for: a personal 
special-service agent and a very long 
list of restrictions beginning with 
the internet. However keeping your 
mind clear in Korea is way simpler 
than in countries with serious tourist 
traffic. Rules are for fools; you could 
get into a dustup with your service 
agent and restrictions are made to be 
circumvented. And remember, there 
is no peak season in North Korea. 
You are welcomed year round, but 
it's better to try and be there for an 
momentous occasion. We were lucky 


to arrive for the week of the hundred 
year birthday anniversary of Great 
Leader and Eternal President Kim II- 
sung. The party was very impressive, 
almost as good as the giant sign 
reading "Vladimir Lenin 100 years" 
which probably surprises aliens from 
outer space, but this celebration 
occurs in every part of the country. 

How would you celebrate ^ 
your birthday if you turned 100 years 
old and you were dead? In the case of 
Kim II Sung, the answer is clear — the 
biggest fireworks show on the planet. 

In the West only Michael Jackson v 
would require so many fireworks. 

But it seems like the Koreans have 
become accustomed to having their . 
horizon filled with festive napalm on a 
frequent basis. 

When the fireworks started 
we were on the road near a satellite 
town of Pyongyang. The whole 
population of this town was out in the 
streets celebrating. We were driving 



through a constantly beeping and 
honking crowd. It was getting dark, the 
crowd was thickening, and the sound 
of the horns were continuous. It was 
pretty scary and similar to a movie 
scene about a zombie apocalypse, 
when somebody is driving through 
the crowd and the crowd members are 
kind of watching you with ill-intent. 
Right in the middle of the field where 
they dumped us from the bus was a 
viewpoint for international guests. 
After the first firework went off we were 
able to see that the people around us 
were stretched out up until the horizon. 
I'd never seen something as impressive 
as that. When the first volley went off 
and hundreds of thousands of people 
pulled out their cameras and were 
happily yelling I realized all New Year 
celebrations around the world couldn't 
hold a candle to this. To the delight of 
the party boss, who accompanied our 
group, we recognized that the North 
Koreans were able to have fun. It was 
impossible to imagine what epic shit 
was going down in in Pyongyang. 
Maybe that was the reason we were 
out of town, because an unprepared, 
uninitiated person would not survive 
the show. 

Koreans are really proud of 
their city attractions. Amusement parks 
are certainly on every sightseeing 
tour list. Spending time there is a 
progressive, socialist pastime and they 
insist on dragging foreigners there. We 
checked out three parks but maybe 
there are more. The first amusement 
in our schedule was located near the 
Taesong Mountain. It was the day of 
Great Leader's birthday and we were 
lucky enough to check the annual 
amateur art festival called "April 
Spring." We experienced a pleasant 


sort of flashback to Putin's 'Nashi' 
youth group event. All the international 
guests located in North Korea were 
collected and relocated to this park for 
a couple of hours in order to celebrate 
and admire Korean youth art and 
skills. The internationals were checking 
weird sculptures in socialist realism 
style and trying not to feel bad for the 
young Nortn Korean pioneers crowded 
outside the fencing. The kids deserved 
to celebrate this birthday more than we 
did. 

Recently, a new, modern park 
was opened in Pyongyang's city center. 
Here you can find mostly up-to-date 
European rides and they're all free. 
Of course there is an option to avoid 
waiting with the huge queues of locals. 
For a reasonable bribe you can always 
be first in line. The park attendants also 
work as guides and are happy to tell 
you when, how, and where the bottoms 
of the Supreme Father and Son rested 
and even to allow you to plonk your ass 
down in the same place 

Besides all the compulsory 
places there is a lot of entertainment 
the country offers. Where else could 
you find the world's largest gymnastic 
show, circus bears on roller skates, or 
revolutionary opera? 

All this Juche stuff makes 
Koreans crazier than girls going wild. 
Unfortunately, as a tourist pleb you 
are not allowed to get wasted with 
locals in pubs or karaoke bars. But you 
could ask your guide properly in order 
to get some local booze like firewater 
with snakes preserved in alcohol or the 
genitalia of fur seals. In short, in Korea, 
it could be worse. 

But there is something you're 
gonna dig about North Korea. Being an 
outlaw country is tough. Keeping (and 


financing) this status is even harder. 
According to Wikipedia (and who 
wouldn't trust it as a reliable source 
of information?) the chemistry teacher 
Walter White is actually not the biggest 
producer of meth. The North Korean 
meth capital Hamhung is a place to 
go. Simply ask your guide for some 
philopon, as they call meth. 

Honestly, Hamhung is a nice 
city. You could enjoy your beach side 
rest here sitting on the porch of a motel 
built of white stone enjoying coastline 
without razor wire. The sound of the 
waves is so quiet and peaceful that you 
simply forget where you've arrived and 
why. Unfortunately, we were not 
allowed to check the quality of North 
Korean meth, despite thinking we'd set 
it up in advance. "The agrochemical 
factory is currently out of operation" — 
was the answer we received upon 
arriving. This was a blatant lie — there 
were fumes coming from the chimneys 
and numerous workers on site were 
clearly not there for entertainment. 
Almost as soon as we'd arrived we were 
politely turned around in the other 
direction just as the train arrived with 
the shift change. 

It is as clear as mud how they 
produce these type of stimulants in 
DPRK. They might be using the Soviet 
pervitin formula or they accidentally 
invented it by themselves (Juche 
style, remember!) It's hard to find out. 
Officially there are no problems with 
drugs in North Korea. It's easy to believe 
cause there is a state monopoly on 
everything. On the other hand there is 
much more fun without drug addiction 
like e.g. constant war on imperialism 
and party conferences. Choose life! 

So none the wiser, without 
any crystals and nothing to smoke we 



To sum up I would say that having fun 
with a skateboard over there presents 
quite a challenge. Nevertheless, there 
are numerous top spots. In case Kim 
Jong-un reads this article and decides 
to make a world-renowned skate 
park in Pyongyang, we've prepared 
the top-10 places for riding in North 
Korea. Hopefully it will come in handy 
sometime in the future. 


decided to give ourselves up to our 
favorite time-killing amusement — 
skateboarding. North Korea is 
perfect for beginners: skateboards 
are unknown and thus automatically 
forbidden, despite them not really 
knowing what it is. Local KGB officers 
are watching you constantly. So the 
only thing you can do is take your 
deck with you while walking in public 
and get a lot of surprised looks from 
passersby. 

Alternatively, you could use 
your skate as a valuable present and 
donate it to the Kim Il-sung gifts 
museum. Thus make your deck a part 
of history and a showpiece. Who 
knows, maybe you can inspire future 
visitors like school kids and maybe 


young generations will kickflip before 
next season. It would certainly not be 
the worst scenario. Considering the 
hipster attitude of the current country 
leader we could only imagine a massive 
half-pipe named after the Workers 
Party at the next fun fair. Sadly, we 
only discovered this investment option 
after arriving back in Moscow, and 
during our stay in Korea we just skated 
as much as possible. 

It's hard to admit but North 
Korea is not really ready for street 
sports. If you are lucky enough to ride 
away from your security guard, 
the next keeper of morality 
will be waiting for you 
about 20 meters 
down the road. 
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1. Mansu Hill, where the monuments 
of Korean national leaders are located. 
It's very important to ride and film here 
respectfully. Don't forget that both figures 
should be situated centrally. 

2. Wonsan's Main Square is already 
full with rollerbladers but there are no 
skateboard apologists. We are certainly 
interested in changing the situation and 
fighting the prejudice. 

3. Longboard owners would do well to visit 
the freeway in the Diamond Mountain 
of Kumgang. Not long ago some guys 
from the South rented the place in order 
to build a luxury filthy spa resort. Later after 
some misunderstanding the Southern party 
left the place abandoned together with a 
top-quality access road. You're gonna love 
the several kilometers of smooth surface 
and perfect mountain views. 

4. Taedong River's wide boardwalk is 

favorite place of Pyongyang citizens to walk 
and relax. Meanwhile there are dozens of 


awesome spots here. We were asked not 
to do an ollie on the steps of Juche Tower. 
Alternatively you could sit here and watch 
the sunset which is also pretty impressive. 

5. Nampo Dam or West Sea Barrage 

is one of the country landmarks. The dam 
is dividing the good land from the Yellow 
(West Korean) Sea. Skate here and you are 
showing your support to the future victory 
of socialism. 

6. Kumsusan Palace of the Sun and 
the Revolutionary Cemetery are the 

spots for the shameless. For those who 
wish to ride the nearby mausoleum there 
is a certain chapter in the Korean penal 
code. I believe that you won't find anything 
positive in it. On the other hand the perfect 
surface and edges of marble are quite 
attractive. 

7. The Demilitarized Zone is certainly 
the most militarized place on the planet. 
The first skaters who manage to cross the 
border here will be much more famous 


than Soviet space dogs. 

8. The model Saturn ring in Three 
Revolutions Exhibition in Pyongyang 

is the nerdiest spot ever. Koreans say that 
it is here, not in the large hadron collider in 
Switzerland, that you can accelerate to the 
speed of light. 

9. Mangyongdae Park's well-groomed 
pathways are perfect for unhurried skating. 
If you are lucky enough you can find the 
first home of the Great Leader "you know 
his name better than me" located in the 
middle of the park. The top attraction of 
the park is a famous well. People say that if 
you drink from it, you become a wise Juche 
adherent. Furthermore, this water has a 
healing nature that is good for your skating 
injuries and scratches. 

10. The launching platform for Korea's 
next satellite. If you aware of the location 
you are probably a secret agent of foreign 
intelligence service and your skateboard is 
full of evil nanobots. 
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Bleak and brooding - Iceland’s Born rides high 
that new dark wave of Wipers-esque post-punk. 
Cutting , droning guitar noise , trudging rhythms, 
and minimalist vocals that scream desperation 
and rage ... come together to help redefine a well 
established sound. Everything is in place, and 
the result is perfect. I have no idea what they’re 
saying, but the picture in my head is astonishingly 
detailed - and the darkness is beautiful. Intro 
by James Zajackowski. Interview by Raphael 
Martinez. Photos by Martin Sorrondeguy. 


On this last US tour you played in 
some small and often overlooked 
towns and cities. I would guess that 
you’re probably the first Icelandic 
band to play Minot , North Dakota. 
What made you want to play these 
types of towns? 

Our friend, Jake Bison, put the tour 
together. He’s played in a billion bands 
like G.L.O.S.S., Peeple Watchin’ and 
Parasol - so the tour was basically 
booked through places where he had 
good experience with in the past, 
which was the case with Minot. But 
sometimes it’s just like, we meant to 
play this town, but that fell through 
so we played some other weird town 
close by. All the shows were really 
great. 

The mayor of Reykjavik has a Crass 
tattoo. That’s crazy! Just how punk 
is this guy , really? 

He’s not the mayor anymore, but he 
used to be a punk in the ‘ 80 s and he 
had a band called Nefrennsli (which 
means Nasal Drip) that didn’t put 
anything out. But, he was the mayor. 
That’s not punk at all. 

I also have a Crass tattoo. Could I 
become mayor of Reykjavik? I’ve 
actually heard that it’s pretty hard 
to gain Icelandic citizenship. Do 
many people immigrate over there ? 

Yeah all you need is a Crass tattoo. 
Citizenship is only difficult to gain 
for people unwilling to show their 
dedication to British anarcho-punk 
with ink. 

Would you say that there is a level 
of cultural homogeny in Iceland- is 
it still weird to be a punk? 

It’s complicated. We’ve never really 
had a stable punk scene. Punk was 
popular in the early ‘ 80 s and members 
of some of the bigger bands of that era, 
Purrkur Pillnikk, Peyr, Tappi Tikarrass, 
ended up in the Sugarcubes. The 
Sugarcubes were Bjork’s first step 
into international fame and Icelandic 
music’s first real taste of being noticed 


as a part of the international music 
scene. So punk is this big normal part 
of local pop culture. And middle-aged 
people will call themselves punks 
semi-jokingly, but non-sarcastically, 
if they feel like they’re being 
exceptionally independent or weird. 
But generally people don’t really know 
any punk bands and even old punks 
don’t really seem to understand D.I.Y. 
If people saw a punk out in the street, 
they’d probably assume they were a 
metal head. 

How hard would it be for a foreign 
band to tour your country. I 
don’t hear of many people going 
over there - are they’re a lot 
of international bands that go 
through? 

It’s not too hard. You can get a pretty 
nice stopover deal if you’re flying 
from North America to Europe so it 
wouldn’t be much more expensive. 
But you couldn’t rely on getting paid 
and expenses-wise it’d probably be 
best to just play Reykjavik. If however 
you’re willing to lose a bunch of money 
you could probably have a good show 
up north in Akureyri. 

Let’s talk some classic Icelandic 
punk for a second... Purrkur 
Pillnikk or Tappi Tikarrass? Also, 
who is Vonbrigdi? I know you’ve 
mentioned them in an interview 
before as an influence. 

I don’t really like Tappi Tikarrass. 
Purrkur Pillnikk however is one of my 
all-time favourite bands. Vonbrigdi 
was an amazing dark post-punk band. 
They were like a wimpy Killing Joke. 
They were one of the main reference 
points when we formed Born. 

Who are some often overlooked 
amazing Icelandic bands / 
musicians? Not just punk, but in 
general - current, or otherwise. 

I don’t really know if overlooked applies 
to Icelandic music since there’s only a 
handful of bands that anybody really 
knows of outside of Iceland. But 
everyone should check out Jonee 




Jonee, K.U.K.L., S.H. Draumur, Orkuml, 
Saktmodigur, Kaelan mikla, Skatar, 
Hrydjuverk, Botnledja and Dopur. 

Over the past five years , especially 
in the US, there has been a trend of 
punks returning to the sounds of 
early post-punk and exploring new 
takes on that style. Punk as a whole 
seems to have gotten a little bleaker. 
Born definitely has a fresh take on this 
older style, doing new things within 
the genre. What drove you to play this 
style of music, and do you have any 
thoughts on its growing popularity? 

Trends are an interesting thing. Sure, 
some people are trendier than others 
but for the most part I think these things 
kind of just evolve naturally, so it’s 
difficult to point out one or two specific 
things that started it. I remember really 
getting obsessed with the Wipers. I had 
bought Over The Edge a year or two 
before that and it was really starting to 
speak to me. A couple of months later I 
began noticing a lot of Wipers-influenced 
bands popping up in America. And that 
Wipers obsession seems to me to have 
been one of the first steps towards the 
dark post-punk phase that’s been going 
on for some time now. I found it amazing 
that I had no connection to those people 
overseas and yet we were following the 
same path musically. But it was all very 
natural to me. At the same time I was 
also obsessing over Rikk Agnew, and 
that’s how I discovered Christian Death. 

Something that really struck me when 
I first heard you is how fully formed 
your music sounds. Have any of you 
played together in bands before? 

Yeah, me, Alexandra and Juliana 
had been playing in this band called 
Tentacles of Doom, which was kind of 
a Wipers-influenced band. We broke up 
in 2010 and shortly after that we formed 
what would later become Born. 

A thing that I really love about 
Icelandic punk bands is that, for the 
most part, they tend to sing and title 
songs in the native language. I often 
have absolutely no idea what’s being 
sung. Could you maybe talk about 
your lyrics and what you sing about? 
I noticed that you have a standalone 
song available for free download on 
your bandcamp - “ Pu skuldar mer ad 
vera sexy”- audit’s the only song with 
lyrics posted. Is there significance to 
this song in particular? 

Well, the lyrics for the 7” are up there 
too. When we did the LP we didn’t think 
about it but people kept asking us about 
our lyrics so when we put new stuff up 
we included them. The lyrics are about 
all kinds of things. The lyrics on the LP 
were mostly about feminist topics. Most 
of them were in some way about bodies 
and how women’s bodies as well as 
those of people with disabilities, tend 
to get treated like public property and 
just the everyday frustrations of being 


marginalized. The 7 is more just anti- 
authoritarian, anti-police, anti-war. 

I’m utterly fascinated with language, 
especially slang. Please, could you 
give us some of your favorite Icelandic 
slang terms? What are your favorite 
words/phrases that just don’t exactly 
translate outside your language? 

Pakkukur, hakarlabjuga, gubbubeisli, 
jDvagmalmur and geimrod. Especially 
if you use |Dvagmalmur and geimrod 
together in a sentence. That’s totally 
beyond translation but just perfect for 
so many situations. You guys are really 
missing out! 

Bands always have “ secret ” 
influences. You know, influences that 
may not be obvious to the listener, but 
that the band itself definitely draws 
from. What are some of yours? 

Sonic Youth, maybe. Somebody pointed 
out that some of our elements reminded 
them of Sonic Youth. Until then we hadn’t 
really thought about it, but since then 
we’ve occasionally dipped into the Sonic 
Youth catalogue for ideas. I tried to steal 
this one guitar part from Cola Freaks but 
I remembered it wrong so now it sounds 
incredibly original. 

You’ve traveled and seen a large, 
and diverse, amount of the US. What 
would you say surprised you the 
most? Either good or bad. 

Drive-thru pharmacies. Also, there’s so 
much water in the toilets. It’s like poop 
soup. Not into it. 

A question I live to ask foreign bands 
that have toured here is at what point 
on tour did you feel the most out of 
place - so very non-American? 

When our friends were listening to pop 
country in the van. Also every time I’d 
walk into a store and the people working 
there go: “Hi! How are you?” It’s none of 
your fucking business how I am. I don’t 
know you! Just let me shoplift in peace. 

Did you find any American stereotypes 
confirmed or shattered? 

They are all true. Every single American 
stereotype applies to every single 
American. Untypically stereotypical. It 
blew my mind. 

What was the weirdest thing you ate 
on the tour - or saw someone else 
eat? 

I didn’t really eat any weird stuff, but 
I really got into pickled jalapenos and 
ocras and boiled peanuts. Well, seeing a 
huge jar of pickled pig feet on the counter 
in some gas station in the south, was 
pretty weird. 

So let’s be real, most people can’t be 
punks 100% of the time. What are your 
jobs? Or what do you do besides get 


m vans and travel to play music? 

Alexandra works at a home for people 
with severe disabilities, Juliana works at 
a kindergarten and Anna goes to school 
in Germany. I however, am punk 100% 
of the time. 

A lot of punk has historically talked 
about mental illness. From the 
Ramones, to Black Flag, to the Marked 
Men, everyone always seems to be 
talking about how hard it is inside 
your head. Not a lot of punk music has 
really dealt with issues like physical 
disability, in fact I would go so far 
as to say that the punk community 
as a whole is just as skittish about 
the subject as norms are. Maximum 
Rockandroll just devoted a piece 
recently to addressing simple things 
like venue accessibility - but I can’t 
think of very many other times punks 
have openly talked about that issue. 
What has your experience been with 
having physical issues, while being a 
very active punk? Do you think punks 
are as open minded about dealing 
with this subject as they like to think 
they are about everything? 

It’s a bit difficult for me to answer this 
question because in Iceland, while there 
are a few punk or punk-ish bands, punk 
as this abstract communal concept does 
not really exist and even just a small part 
of the members of those punk bands 
identify as punks - so what punks feel 
about whatever is pretty irrelevant. In the 
US however I noticed a big difference 
this year from when I toured with another 
band of mine, Ofvitarnir, in 2012. On 
the Born tour we played a handful of 
accessible venues and people seemed 
more aware of these issues and in one 
of the houses we played, their list of 
“no racism, no homophobia, etc.” even 
included ableism. It was cool. I had a 
few “are you with the band?” moments 
on that tour, though. But fewer awkward 
patting-on-the-shoulder-followed-with- 
weird-patronizing-smiling moments than 
last time. 

You’ve described the label that Born 
is on as more of a collective than a 
label. How does all that work out, and 
who all is involved with it outside of 
just you all? 

It’s just a group of friends who tend to 
work together on various projects using 
one label to kind of simplify and increase 
accessibility of our various mostly, 
extremely limited releases. So there’s 
just one e-mail address and one website 
with all the info. Outside of us, there’s 
also our friends Julia and Rorir who also 
run a more traditional label called Ronja. 

Last question, what are you wearing 
right now? 

Black skinny jeans and an old Restarts 
shirt. 



/\s Disasterpeace, Rich Vreeland creates a synthetic 
dreamscape. Composer of the 2015 breakthrough independent 
horror film , It Follows, alongside numerous other movie Si 
game titles, Vreeland creates a world where his atmospheric 
synth textures and melodic enigmas place you right in the 
middle of the action. I had always been a fan of composers 
like John Carpenter, Brad Fidel, Jean Michel Jarre, and others 
of the like whom Disasterpeace seems to carry on the legacy 
with fresh ears. It was this new take on the style and its 
function within It Follows specifically that attracted me so 
much to the artist. 

I first saw the film in my hometown of Carbondale, 
IL with Ray, and our friends Flannah, Wally, and Ken. There 
was an interesting start to the movie as Ken, who happens 
to manage the movie theatre where we saw it, had to sternly 
berate a few unruly patrons sitting behind us. And I'm 
really glad he did because if I had to sit through the 
whole movie with commentary by Thelma St Louise, 

I would have missed the magic. I hadn't seen 
a movie quite like this. One that relied so 
heavily on the score to fill in the looming 
obscurity so present throughout, and sometimes the inverse 
- a clear and present rise in action with no scoring at all. 
Afterwards, the conversation topics all led us back to the 
film's music, and there was a curious question in my head... 
who was this Disasterpeace? 

I emailed him to see if he'd like to do an interview, and in 


the email I told him about No Friends while wondering what 
he'd think about having a feature in a punk zine. But then I 
remembered that this isn't just a punk zine, it's a DIY zine, 
and I believe that it's Disasterpeace' s ethic as a standalone 
artist that makes this most fitting. Fie got back immediately, 
and the rest is history... 
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Intro by Vinny Segretario . Interview by Ray Martinez, facilitated 
by Vinny Segretario . Photos provided by Disasterpeace. 


What is the story of Disasterpeace? 
When did you first start making 
music? 

I grew up in a musical household in 
Staten Island, NY. My step-father was the 
music director of our church. He would 
hold band practice in our basement, and 
I would go down there to play the drums. 
My mom sings and plays the piano, and 
my sister has been singing since she 
could speak. I fooled around for a while 
but took up guitar by the time I was in 
high school. As a budding guitar player, 
I was big into bands like Tool and Rage 
Against the Machine. I loved playing 
pentatonic, odd-metered power chord 
riffs. There was something spellbinding 
about distorted guitar. I also had a 
glorious amp, a Fender Vibrolux Reverb 
from the ‘ 60 s. I was dumb enough to 
sell it about five years ago. I spent a few 
years making guitar recordings before 
getting more into computer music. 
Those experiences were the foundation 
of my music education. I went to Berklee 
College of Music later and learned a lot 
there as well. I’ve always tried to work 
on things I find meaningful. I struggled 


a bit to find work until the release of the 
game FEZ. Since that, it has been easier 
to find new opportunities. 

You come from a heavily rooted 
background in chiptune/8 Bit, having 
written for several video game 
soundtracks, other films, and your 
own solo work. How did you get on 
the project for It Follows ? How did 
the directors’ interests for the score 
correlate with your style? How was 
composing the soundtrack for It 
Follows different from writing an artist 
album, or a video game soundtrack? 

I scored a game called FEZ a few 
years ago. David loved the music and 
reached out to me via e-mail. Our initial 
discussions were straight-forward. 
We talked logistics and expressed our 
interest in working together. David 
touched base right before he started 
filming and then we fell out of touch 
for a year. When he came back to me, 
prepared to start scoring, I had a lot of 
work underway and did not have much 
time. I turned him down at first, but he 
could tell that I wanted to work on the 


film. After much discussion, I gave in to 
his persistence. I’m glad I did! We at first 
talked about exploring an aesthetic with 
guitars and other acoustic instruments. 
Over time, we realized that synths had 
the versatility we needed. 

Chiptune/8-Bit music is typically 
associated with ecstatic, happy, blissful 
subject matter in soundtracks. What 
was/is your approach to composing 
in the style for a horror, or just a 
generally darker soundtrack? 

I don’t think of the It Follows soundtrack 
as chiptune, really. It’s synth music. I 
tried to be loud, wild, and unpredictable. 

For a lot of the cues, I tried to 
use my synth chops to make weird, dark, 
obnoxious pieces of music. I find that 
thru-composing to picture feels natural. I 
enjoy the freedom it provides in making 
subtle, time- sensitive adjustments. The 
elephant in the room for me was the 
FEZ soundtrack. That music was a direct 
influence on many of the melodic pieces, 
as per David’s request. I tried to honor 
those and make him happy while also 
doing something fresh. It was tough! I 
















think I managed, for the most part. 

It’s been a while since I’ve seen a 
movie where the soundtrack/score 
played such a prominent role in mood 
and atmosphere. There’s no music 
other than the score, and little to no 
non-diegetic sound. When coming up 
with the music for It Follows , did you 
work straight from the film or did you 
already have some pieces done, or in 
mind? 

For my first feature, I chose not to write 
much until I saw the film. The first thing I 
did was sit at my piano and try to come up 
with a theme. I wrote a piece I am proud 
of, but never found a spot for it in the film 
that made sense. 

David and his editors created a 
thorough temp score that became my bible 
for the film. John Carpenter, Penderecki, 
and John Cage were all present. Some 
of my tracks from FEZ were also part 
of the temp score. For scary scenes, I 
tried to make the music as dissonant and 
weird as possible. I pulled out as many 
stops as I could to one-up the temp cues 
in every way. For tracks like “Detroit,” I 
was channeling the ominous arpeggios of 
bands like Goblin. 

So much of the films suspense seems 
wrapped up in use of both your music 
and the editing. Did you have a close 
working relationship with Julio Perez 
IV, or was it more just working with 
writer/director David Robert Mitchell? 

During the scoring phase, I worked 
directly with David. Once that was done, 
David and I worked very closely with 
Christian D wiggins at Tunnel Post on the 
final sound mix. 

In It Follows , there are many moments 
where there is no underscore for 
moments of suspense... just silence. 
One particular example of this that 
comes to mind is during the beach 
scene, when you can clearly see a 
“follower” approaching the group... 
but it’s just silent. That to me was 
eerily perfect. Was this your strategy 
for effect? 

In that particular scene, we didn’t think 
it’d be immediately apparent to everyone 
that the Yara walking up from the grass 
was not in fact Yara. So we waited an 
extra shot or two, when it’s quite clear 
that Yara is in fact in the ocean, before 
starting to bring in the music. 

One of the brilliant things about It 
Follows is that it seems to take place 


in no particular time. Sometimes it 
feels like it’s in the 6 70s/’80s and other 
times it’s obviously taking place in 
the present. Did this decision by the 
director influence the style, or sound, 
of your score in any way? 

The feel of the movie was an undeniable 
influence every time I looked at it while 
working, so I would say yes, it was. I 
wasn’t thinking about the anachronistic 
quality of the film but I definitely felt it. 

The most frequent comparison for your 
score is the work of John Carpenter 
- which to me seems a bit obvious 
and an easy one to make, same with 
Goblin. Personally, I also feel elements 
of Bernard Herrmann, Krzysztof 
Komeda, and Morricone - at least in 
the use of creating suspense and mood 
with music. Did any particular film 
composers when making this score 
influence you? Are you influenced by 
film music in general? 

Carpenter was a big influence for the 
whole film, including the score. I don’t 
have a strong familiarity with his work 
but the temp score had some cues from 
Carpenter in it. I think when I write little 
bits of different sounds and things come 
out subconsciously. When I listen back to 
the title theme, I definitely hear a little bit 
of Morricone influence in there, without 
a doubt. 

This movie obviously has made you 
and your music much better known, 
but you’ve been working hard for a 
while - mostly in the world of games. 
I’ll be honest; I’m not a video game 
person so I don’t know much about 
that world. So if you could clue me 
in on how video game scoring works, 
and how musicians get into that kind 
of thing, I would really appreciate it. 
It seems really intriguing to me. Also, 
the games that you have done music 
for, have they been mostly small- 
scale independent games, or larger 
ones? What’s the distinction between 
working and dealing with the two, 
from a musician’s perspective? 

Mostly small-scale independent games, 
which is what I prefer to work on. 

I have taken a particular career 
path even within the niche of writing 
music for games. I tend only to work with 
small independent teams. They often 
make the best games with the fewest 
restrictions. I love the combination of 
informality and auteurism that often go 
hand in hand. I also hate red tape and 
dealing with large companies, for the most 


part. In my experience, they almost never 
have your interests at heart. In dealing 
with a small team, there are no middle- 
men. Everyone is in direct contact, and in 
that way they are beholden to each other. 
It will be tough to keep these ideals in 
film, but I do my best to retain freedom 
in my projects. I’m also not afraid to 
take direction when someone has a clear 
vision. David was in the driver’s seat 
when it came to the musical direction 
for It Follows I was happy to help him 
channel what he wanted because we have 
a mutual respect. 

Scoring film is in some ways a 
nice reprieve from working on games. I’m 
working on music for a game right now 
that allows you to be a subway designer. 
I’m coding, playtesting, and doing lots of 
logistical problem-solving. I’m trying to 
make each interaction between the game 
and the sound symbiotic. It is intense and 
often a rewarding process. Scoring linear 
media for me tends to be more zen than 
problem-solving. I’m also working on 
an episode of Adventure Time right now. 
My creative process for that is a lot like 
flinging paint on a canvas. The structure 
of a film is more of a known quantity, 
and I can just get on with it. The linearity 
of scoring film makes it easier for me to 
perceive the outer limits. 

These days it seems the distinction 
between corporate music and 
independent/DIY is more blurred than 
ever. The soundtrack to It Follows is on 
Milan Records, a huge film soundtrack 
label, which is distributed by just huge 
companies as Warner Brothers and 
Universal. But at the same time, one 
can also download it directly from your 
Bandcamp. My question is, even with 
working with bigger companies, do 
you consider yourself an independent/ 
DIY artist? How would you personally 
define being an independent artist in 
today’s changing music industry? 

I absolutely consider myself an 
independent artist. Working with Milan 
has been great but in some respects it was 
a concession in order to honor the plans of 
the director and the film company. I think 
the result has been a lot of added exposure 
for the film, and that was definitely the 
intention. It’s very important to me that 
I can offer my entire discography in a 
single place that I control, and so that was 
a stipulation. 

You’ve made a vow to not personally 
release any of your music on physical 
media. The It Follows soundtrack 
is going to be, but that situation is 
obviously out of your hands. You’ve 


stated that one of the reasons you don’t 
want to make merch is to question the 
idea of the way we consume music as 
products. 

Personally, I think that there 
is a need for both. This zine will be 
available as both digital download, 
but also as a physical item. One of 
the reasons of this is my, possibly 
over-reactionary, fear of the loss of 
digital access. Aren’t you afraid that 
something may happen and you won’t 
be able to access your digital work 
ever again? 

You can always build 
something to play a record, but with 
things like digital generation loss, 
inability to access proprietary software 
files in the case of the company’s 
disappearance, and planned 
technological obsolescence there’s 
always that specter of “What if...” 
haunting digital only media. 

Not afraid at all. My music is sitting 
on millions of hard drives around the 
world, so unless there is some kind of 
electromagnetic catastrophe, or worse 
(which would probably signal the end of 
humanity anyway), I’m not the slightest 
bit worried. A lot 
of piracy is bad, 
but a little bit of 
piracy is more like 
giving your friend 
a mixtape. It 
ensures that the art 
form circulates. 

I don’t have any 
qualms with 
physical items. 

I buy second- 
hand stuff all the 
time. I just think 
digital music is 
the future and it’s 
already here. It’s 
cost-effective, 


convenient, and sounds as good as 
anything. 

You’ve recently decided to take a step 
back from your career to reevaluate 
what it is that you’re doing by working 
on entirely original music independent 
of any specific restriction by other 
parties and in a completely solo, 
relaxed setting. One might suspect 
that this decision, having been so close 
to the release of It Follows , may have 
been influenced by the sudden acclaim 
that you’ve gotten recently. But what 
exactly was it that made you decide 
this? 

I’ve been fortunate to be so busy for so 
many years. Professors get a sabbatical 
every seven years. I’ve been working for 
much longer than that. It just feels like 
the right time. I’ll be 30 by the time that 
break comes around. That seems like an 
excellent chance to re-evaluate. I wish 
everyone had the freedom to take serious 
time off to try and figure things out. Life 
is too short to live on autopilot. 

What are some of your favorite 
soundtracks/scores? For games, films, 


TV shows, anything. What would we 
find the most listened to from your 
musical library? 

I don’t spend a lot of time cultivating 
favorites. I prefer to spend my time 
continually exploring new music. I will 
say though that Machinarium is one of 
my favorite game soundtracks. The most 
listened to music in my iTunes library is 
largely my own tunes. I tend to revisit my 
music on occasion. I find going back and 
listening to my old music can be helpful 
sometimes in decision making, and 
when I want to take creative inventory. 
The song most played in there not by 
Disasterpeace is “Rockstar Nailbomb” 
by Fall of Troy. Added in 2008, played 
26 times. I used to rock out hard to that 
ending! I used to listen to the same stuff a 
lot more so the play counts are definitely 
biased towards the past. 

Besides focusing on a closer 
relationship with your solo work, 
do you have any other future plans? 
Any upcoming show dates or tours? 
I personally think a Disasterpeace 
concert would be a pretty amazing 
experience. 


I’d like to travel a 
bit, explore things 
that are not music, 
and maybe get 
back to playing 
live again. Part 
of my hesitation 
to play shows is 
that the amount 
of preparation 
required per show 
is way too high 
for me, unless I’m 
touring. So I could 
see myself trying 
to plan a tour at 
some point! 



PART II: REVIEWS 

Ok so here are some links to a few other similar artists. We’d 
love it if you could give a short review of each artist, whether you 
focus on their style as a whole or on a specific release. 

Leno Lovecraft 

(lenolo vecraft.bandcamp .com) 

I was just in New Zealand a few weeks ago. This is great! I think 
this is spunkier and happier than what I usually do but I like it! 
Makes me think of Farfisa, Damon Albam and Cibo Matto. 

Disasteradio 

(disasteradio.org) 

New Zealand! We share a prefix and we’ve joked about it 
before. I think we’ve probably heard a lot of the same music, but 
stylistically we’re totally different. Reminds me of Kraftwerk, 


and the demoscene . . . Chiptunes are an incredibly diverse genre, 
because you can infuse just about any other musical style into it. 

Wingtips 

(wingtips .bandcamp .com) 

This is your music! I am reminded of Flock of Seagulls. 

Chromatic Dream 

(chromaticdream.bandcamp.com) 

Some sexy filtered sawtooth bass lines. 

Carpenter Brut 

(carpenterbrut.bandcamp.com) 

Carpenter Brut is awesome. Total mastery of his/her sound. 
Manages to be very much a throwback and yet very original in 
tone. 
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Cinema Sewer is the last great film fanzine. There. I said. Line drawn in the sand. Robiim 
Bougie has been publishing the thing regularly since 1997, and shows absolutely no * 
sign of stopping or even slowing down. He’s had four volumes of trade paperbacks of 
it published by FAB Press, and still maintains his semi-regular publishing schedule. 
Bougie and Cinema Sewer has had a full chapter feature in John Szpunar’s encyclopedic 
Xerox Ferox: The Wild World of the Horror Film Fanzine - an utterly essential book for 
any gorehound, sleazehound, or general zine culture nerd. 

Besides Cinema Sewer, Bougie also is a prolific comic artist. Not only does 
he do most of the art in Cinema Sewer, he does occasional freelance work on DVD 
covers, and also publishes the comix anthology Sleazy Slice. He has also put out two 
volumes of Graphic Thrills, a topnotch coffeetable “posterbook” series that attempts to 
record through interviews, anecdotes, and art, the history of the American adult movie 
industry of 1970-1985. What’s great about his work is that he maintains some of the 
lost carnival barker-esque charm of the world he champions, without ever completely 
pandering to the audience or being too sensational about it. He manages to celebrate the 
outlaw nature of the material he covers, while never glossing over some of the darker or 
more problematic aspects of it. 

You can find his material at cinemasewer.com. He also is the only person I 
know that still maintains an active blog on Livejoumal. You can read that at boogieman. 
livejoumal.com. So here’s the undisputed king of underground film press Robin Bougie, 
in his own words. 

Intro and interview by Ray Martinez 
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First off, I just want to say that 
this is really exciting for me. Cin- 
ema Sewer is one of my favorite 
zines of all-time. The feeling I felt 
the first time I found a copy of the 
zine at Quimby’s bookstore in Chi- 
cago in the early 6 00s was exactly 
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the same I had when I first [ 
i of Maximum Rocl 
s. It opened up my eyes 
to not just a whole new world, but 
a whole new way to look at things. 
Yes, I do realize that wasn’t actual- 
ly a question. 


What really drew me in to Cine- 
ma Sewer was that picking it up 
it felt, and honestly still feels, like 
I was looking at something that I 
wouldn’t want to be caught looking 
at. For a zine that covers a range 
from exploitation cinema to out- 
right pornography, you do a great 
job of recreating the aesthetic of 
what you cover. One of the first 
things I wondered is, have you 
ever crossed the line in the eyes of 
authorities and been classified as 


raphy. Whereas I’m quite hap 
s. Get two b 


Well, thank you very much! If 


pornography and have had any 
I problems? 


you’ve been reading it since the early 


get in the trenches, 
on the ground, and really partake 
in the story and the people. When I 
wrote about the history of piss-pom, 
I drank my own piss for a week. 

It was “pee-search,’ as I called it. 
Haha! And that’s what I’m talking 
about. If you want to write about this 
stuff, fucking do it right. Don’t be 
just a dickless turd. No one is going 
to judge you, or indict you for your 
I interests. 

I don’t have anything to 
I worry about from the authorities as 


2000s, you’re clearly an OG fan! I 
he 


remember how excited I was when 
Quimby’s agreed to take them. It was 
ust a sort of shitty rag-tag little zine 


back then, so it meant a great deal to 
me to get it into stores like Quimby’s 
in Chicago, See Hear in New York, 
and Atomic Books in Baltimore. I 
guess they saw something in it. I 
guess you did too. I’m very glad you 
guys took an interest, because I’ve 
tried to make each issue better than 
the last. 


Yeah, I think there is a rather unfortu- 
nate distancing that a lot of journalists 
do when they cover smut, trash, and 
exploitation cinema. Where they 
keep it at arms-length, and act as if 
someone talked them into writing 
about it. Like: “This stuff is crazy! 
How does this sort of thing get made? 
It’s really not my cup of tea.” It’s 
like they don’t want to be tarred with 
that smut bmsh, or be dismissed as a 
pornographer just because they wrote 
about or presented you with pornog- 
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1 1 have to admit that while I picked 
a loose issue here and there 
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as I don’t feature anything to do 
underage sex. And my publisher 
has shied away from some beastiality 
stuff too, but they’re in the UK, and 
have to be a little more freaked out 
about that. People have gone to jail 
for that shit over there. 


len I could over the years, I 
I didn’t really get into Cinema 
Sewer hardcore until the collec- 
tions started coming out. Like a lot 
of zine anthologies, you can’t just 






to be timeless and enjoyable 10 years | 
from now. So you’ll rarely see any- 
thing about certain DVD or Bluray 
editions, or runtimes, or any of that 
stuff. It’s about the movies them- 
selves, because that is what lives on. 
Formats are temporary. Secondly, I 
take out anything that sucks, fix mis- 
takes, and revise content where more 
of the story has to be told. Each book I 
collection is 120 pages of revised 
old stuff, and 80 pages of brand new 
never-before-seen material. 

Speaking of possible customs vio- 
lations - 1 learned from the Cine- 
ma Sewer podcast that “sex mixed 
with ridicule” is on the no-no list. 
Can you give me and the readers 
of No Friends a classic Bougie 
short list of the top trashy movies 
that mix sex with ridicule? 

Well, that’s basically going to be 
hardcore fuck films that feature 
forced sex fantasies. Degradation 
and name-calling, and rough sex. 

Also known as hardcore roughies. 
There are also softcore ones, most 
of which were made in the 1960s, 
but here are my top 1 0 fave hardcore 
ones: 


l. A Climax of Blue Power 




(1975 Dir: Lee Frost) 


4. Sex Wish 

(1976 Dir: Victor Milt) 

5. Hot Summer in the City 
(1976 Dir: Harry Mahoney) 

6. Forced Entry 

(1973 Dir: Shaun Costello) 

7. Dr. Bizarro 

(1983 Dir: Phil Prince) 

Water Power 
(1977 Dir: Shaun Costello) 

9. The Defiance of Good 
(1975 Dir: Armond Weston) 

10: Femmes De Sade 
(1976 Dir: Alex DeRenzy) 

One of the pieces that really made 
me fall in love with the zine was 
a piece titled “Crying is the New 


Could you talk a little about that 
piece, because I think it’s one of the 
best things ever printed in the zine. 

Thanks! I’m glad you liked it. The 
thing that prompted me to write about 
that was that I was pondering what I 
had seen in a lot of online reality-pom 
websites in the late 2000s, where the 
guys filming were often trying to get 
the girls to act less like they were act- 
ing and doing a put-on character, and 
get something real on camera. They 
would often do this by asking them 
what their parents, or grandparents, or 
boyfriend would think if they could 
see them now, with their faces buried 
in between some guys hairy asscheeks 
- or with their buttholes stuffed full 
of sex toys. All of this was something 
that they seemed totally fine with 30 
seconds earlier, and it was now mak- 


It was a perfect microcosm 
of what is wrong with our society 
in how we think about and relate to 
sex. About how fucked up it is that 
women are lowly, despicable sluts 
if they enjoy fucking, and how each 
generation instills this horrible guilt 
m their offspring about sex - to the 
point where they will break down 
fucking sobbing if they even think 
about it. 

As I mentioned in my wrap 
up to that piece, all of that is a decent 
example of why I don’t think we’ve 
come nearly as far as we like to think 
we have since the sexual revolution 
in the 1960s in North America. Our 
nation was built upon puritanical 
values when it comes to sex, and that 
hasn’t gone away. 

It was featured in one of my 
books. Page 180 of Cinema Sewer, 
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agree and obviously you don’t 
either, but I’m glad he let me know. 
Sometimes people bring their own 
baggage on this particular trip 

It’s also obvious that you often 
spend a lot of time researching 
certain pieces in your zine. Your 
article about the history of the Fox 
Theatre in Vancouver was espe- 
cially impressive. 

Being that you often cover 
topics and subject that people 
would often just like to ignore 
or forget, how do you go about get- 
ting your information? 

Of your longer, more 
researched pieces, which ones 
were the most difficult to do? Have 
there ever been any that you tried 
to do, but just couldn’t pull it off? 
What was the most gratifying? 


Well, some of the reviews in Cinema 
Sewer I write in one sitting, but a lot 
of those longer essays about cer- 
tain subjects or people, or movies, 
are often just sitting around on my 
computer desktop for years. At any 
given time I’ve got about 12 of them 
on the go, and I add to them anytime 
I find info that pertains to what I’m 
writing about. It’s the blessing of 
being your own editor and being 
rr -- TTr -_ able to go at your own pace. It’s the 
only way I could get as in-depth as I 
do on some thin s. 

I think the most gratifying 
one of those was the piece in Cinema | 
Sewer #27, called “Red Hot and 
Blue Movies: The histoiy of the Sa- 
voy Theater, the Squamish 5, and the 
k ~ , Vancouver Anti-Pom Movement.” 

It’s a seven page story about my city, 
Vancouver, ana our amazing history 
and relationship with porn in the 
, r* 1980 s ’ specifically with how the ex- 
trem i st women’s rights groups took 
part in terror t acts to get porn shops | 
^ and theaters _ businesses operating 
well within the law - shut down. It 
was so out of hand, it got to the point | 

laces. 



simply hasn t been told, especially 
not from someone who wasn’t cele- 
brating these acts and treating these 
criminals like heroes, which is the 
only writing that I’ve found in the 
archives. Even the local media at the 
time wasn’t condemning them. Can 
you imagine if they were firebomb- 
mg any other mom ’n’ pop business 
aside for porn shops? How the media | 
react? Incredible. Anyway, it 
felt good to do that one. It took years 
to get all the info, and even then I 
still found out some key stuff after 


your podcast is the prank calls. I’m 
definitely of what is probably the 
last generation to order mixtapes 
of prank calls along with video 
mixtapes. Longmont Potion Castle 
and stuff like the Something Weird 
promos got me through some pretty 
shitty times. You’ve recently gotten 
into the business of making video 
mixtapes (well, DVDs), which I 
think is great. How has that been 
going for you in the current world 
of youtube? 

I don’t sell a lot of DVDs. A few 
a month. But it’s not really about 
making any money off them, it’s 
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just the fun of doing mixtapes, and 
putting it out there. Mixtape culture 
is something that really interests Roel 
(the guy who edits the Retard-O-Tron 
DVDs we do) and I. And there is a 
cult following. I’ve actually overheard 
people talking about them, when they 
didn’t know who we are. So they’re 
getting downloaded, and torrented, 
and shared, and a lot of people are 
seeing them. It’s cool. We have a great 
time recording the drunk audio com- 
mentaries for them as well. There are 
three volumes out now, and I highly 
recommend people check out Vol 3 in 
particular. We made puppets, and did 
some neat sound work, and Roel’s got 
people doing voice acting, and every- 
thing! It’s a real party DVD. As in: a 
| DVD you can put on at a party. 

1 1 was working in video stores right 
at the time when DVD started 
to replace VHS as the standard 


seems to be happening with the 
shift of DVD to BlueRay. While 
the internet has killed off a lot of 
what made zine culture exciting, 
do you think that it may save some 
of these movies that would other- 
wise just be relegated to the sticky 
dumpsters in the sketchy back 
alleys of history? 

Well, it was the VHS companies, 
and then the DVD companies that 
rescued these movies from obliv- 
ion. Without them, we’d be doing 
what? Watching bootlegs from film 
prints? They are, especially the DVD 
companies, the ones that put in all 
this time and effort into restoring 
these movies and making them look 
incredible. And then what? The 
internet puts them up for free and the 
companies can’t make any money 
and go under. Who is left to put all 
this money into restoring these lost 
movies? There are still thousands of 
films left to come out, most of which 
have never been seen. The prints are 
out there, but there is no money to 
get them to people. So no, I don’t 
see the internet saving shit in that 
respect. I see it hindering the efforts 
of passionate film fans who adore 
these movies, and want to restore 
and preserve them. 

Let me double down on my 
nerdness for moment: How the 
hell did you get Patton Oswalt to 
write a fucking article about Jason 
Statham for your zine?! 

James Lloyd, who draws the Simp- 
sons and Futurama comics and did 
the illustrations for that piece, is a 
giant Patton Oswald fan (as am I), 
and saw that article on Patton’s blog. 
He told me we needed to run it in 
Cinema Sewer, and that he’d draw 
something for it. So what I did was 

f o through my index of people I 
now who might know celebrities, 
and asked a few of them if they 
might have Patton’s contact info. 
Luckily one of them did, and he was 
nice enough to give his blessing for 
us to put it into print. 

I also want to congratulate you in 
your inclusion in the pantheon of 
horror film zines via your chapter 
in the book Xerox Ferox! (ed. note: 
for those of you not in the know, 
Xerox Ferox is a book that basically 
traces the history of underground 
horror fanzines and interviews all 
the players from Famous Monsters 
of Filmland to Fangoria to Bougie’s 
own Cinema Sewer) 
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Guys like 
Rand Holmes, 
Robert Crumb, 
Colin Upton, 
Greg Irons, 
and Dan 
Clowes. Men’s 
Adventure 
magazines 
from the 
1960s and 70s: 
Norm Saun- 
ders, Norm 
Eastman, 

Earl Norem, 
Charles Cope- 
land, Robert 
McGinnis. 

And the third 
is sorta corny, 
but from my 
wife, Rebecca 
Dart, whom 
I’ve been with 
since I was 17. 
She’s incredi- 
bly talented. 


to do special incentives like these 
custom drawings I do on the inside 
covers of my books, in order to make 
people order my work directly from 
me, and not from some leech like 
Amazon where I make no money... it 
all adds up. 


How does it feel to be 
recognized as one part of the 


y, especially when you are one | 
■ the last print fanzines around 
that covers the subject? Also, what 
were the direct influences that 
drove you to create Cinema Sew- 
er? 


Yeah, I do a lot of interviews and it 
seems like a third of them never end 
up anywhere, or at least I never see 
them again. So when I did that inter- 
view, I didn’t give it another thought. 
Then, a year or two later, the book 
was done and was this fucking 
massive tome, and had interviews 


The inter- 
I net seems to 
have brought 
I people together in an immediate 
way that zines never could do - you 
can directly contact more fans and 
fellow weirdos faster than ever. But 
with that also came the reality that 
print media started dying, with the 
distributors going first. As someone 
who has been doing zines since be- 
fore the death knell of independent 
distros started to ring, how has the 
change affected you and your life as 
a zine editor? Do you feel closer to 
your audience now that there has to 
be more direct mailings? Is the pain 
in the ass worth it? 


j people, and 
lonestly didn’t 


mmm 


with all these amazing 
there I am in there. I ] 
realize it was going to be for that. It 
could have been for some little zine 
for all I knew. It’s pretty nice being 
recognized as an important player in 
movie zine history, I gotta say. And I 
was also the only Canadian zinemak- 1 
er who was recognized in that book, 
too. So that’s doubly cool. I’m a 
proud Canadian. 

As far as influences go, I 
ust wanted to make something I 
ladn’t seen before: a magazine that 
used underground comic book aes- 
thetics to talk about movies. Movies 
and comics are both visual mediums, 
so it didn’t make sense to me why 


£ 


It’s a great thing and a terrible thing. 
A little of both. I can find my read- 
ership with no middleman, now. We 
can find each other without distros, 
or shops, or suppliers. But that’s only 
when the mainstream websites will 
allow us. Most of them are imple- 
menting “no adult content” rules, so 
even though we’re all adults, we’re 
forbidden from looking at dirty com- 
ics and zines online on social media 
and crowdfunding sites. That leaves 
creators that don’t do G and PG rated 
material out in the cold, doesn’t it? 
Meanwhile, instead of spending a 
few hours packing up 10 orders to 
distros who then send my work all 
over the world, I now spend hundreds 


Time to hit the breaks, and shift 
gears! You’ve branched out into 
the world of podcasting with the 
Cinema Sewer Podcast that you 
co-host with Tim Hulsizer. What 
made you decide to add the second 
medium? And could you tell us 
a little about Tim? Personally I 
didn’t know who he was until I 
heard the podcast - what’s his 
relationship with Cinema Sewer? 


Tim is a fellow comic artist and film 
fan I’ve known for years. I’ve want- 
ed to do a podcast since they first 
started being a thing people listened 


I to, but I simply 
to do the techni 


didn’t have the time 
meal side of things. 
Editing together an episode, all of 
that. So I needed to brin£ 
else on board who couli 


mg someone 
aid do 1 


> that, 


and leave me to concentrate on the 


creative 
who cou 


pa 

Id 


arts. I didn’t find anyone 
1 help for years, until one 


I 
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| day I was complaining about exactly 
* ook, and Tim was like, 


| that on Facebook, 

‘Shit man, let’s do it! I work a full 
I time job, but I bet we can figure 
out a time once in a while were we 
can put aside some time to do this!” 
and that’s exactly what happened. 

It’s a very infrequent show, but I’ve 
| always subscribed to the idea that 
^ aality is better than quantity. We try 
I to make each episode something that 
people would want to listen to twice. 


Episode four of the podcast had an 
amazing editorial piece at the end 
of it in which you talk about how 
you identify as feminist, discuss 
your personal feminist politics and 
touch on how you try to reconcile 
that with your personal fetishes 
and sexual desires - which seem 
to often fall across the line many 
people draw as outwardly misog- 
| ynistic. 

It was very reminiscent of 
I the more analytical pieces in the 
zine where you add cultural anal- 
ysis beyond simple film discussion 
and criticism. What made this 
particular segment striking to me 
was that it was a recording of you 
actually talking about it - not just 
you writing about it. It was a man 





fantasies and admitting 
that he understands that 
there is a conflict there 
that is strange and difficult 
- especially since you’re 
married. It was nothing 
less than brutally honest. 

What drew you 
to make that an issue you 
wanted to tackle for your 
podcast and not in the 
zine? Was there a partic- 
ular incident that made 
you feel that you had to 
address this? 


Hey, that’s cool! You’re the 
very first person to actually 
give me some feedback on 
that. I figured a lot of people 
didn’t like it, or it didn’t 
really resonate with anyone, 
and that’s sort of sad, be- 
cause as you noticed it’s an 
intensely personal bit. But if 
^ someone found some worth 
in it, that’s good. That made 
my day! Thanks. 

Umm... I don’t 
k now why I didn’t make it 
5 wri tte n . P ie , ce - Actually, I 
v\v>J do... I think I was just really 
feeling it that evening, and 
the mic was there, and I just 
turned it on and went for it. 
Sometimes you’ve got to 
strike while the iron is hot, 
because if you put it off - poof - it’s 
« gone forever, and you’re moving on 
t0 th e next thought. I spent about 
v&j&tiKXZ&vM 1 5 m i nu tes beforehand, getting my 
thoughts sorted out, and I wrote 
some stuff down and made some 
notes, so I wouldn’t repeat myself or 
do too many “urns” and “ahs,” and 
then I just hit record, and jumped off 
the cliff, so to speak. I think what I 
wanted was to play with another me- 
dium a little. See if I could get some 
of the power of my more brutally 
honest writing in Cinema Sewer into 
the audio medium, somehow. I’m 


any means, but that’s what the Cine- 
ma Sewer podcast is - me getting to 
dabble in other formats, and see if I 
can make it work. 

Here at No Friends we have col- 
umnists that write about music, as 
well as films. Considering you’ve 
seen, let’s say, an impressive 
amount of films throughout your 
life, maybe you could help bring 
those two topics together. What 
are some of your favorite film 
soundtracks that might not be on 
people’s radar? Give us another 
classic Bougie list! 

Ok! This will be a sort of eclectic 
mix, and not all of these are rar- 
ities, but this is my desert island 
soundtrack list. If I could only take 











10 soundtracks with me, and I was 
^onna be there for years, this would 
Be it: 

Troubleman by Marvin Gaye 

Dirty Harry by Lalo Schifrin 

Tron by Daft Punk 

Boogie Nights (Vol 1 and 2) by Vari- 
ous Artists 

They Call Me Mr. Tibbs by Quincy 
Jones 

Superfly by Curtis Mayfield 

Once Upon a Time in the West by 
Ennio Morricone 

Beretta 70: Themes from Italian Po- 
licefilms by Various Artists 

Birdy by Peter Gabriel 

Body Love (Vol 1 and 2) by Klaus 
Schulze 


I want to talk about the layout and 
style of the zine. You’re obviously 
a well-practiced comic artist, if 
the drawings that pepper Cinema 
Sewer are any indication. You must 
be doing comic art outside of this 
zine, are there any regular projects, 
or one-offs that people who are only 


Absolutely. My baby is 
this series that comes out 
every February (the same 
day the new Cinema Sewer 
comes out) called Sleazy 
Slice. I’m working on issue 
#8 now, which will be the 
final issue for a while. 

Its 64 pages every issue, 
and I still have all seven 
issues in my online store, 
because it’s sort of a vanity 
project. It doesn’t sell very 
well compared to my other 
stuff, which is sadly why 
I’m cancelling it. But I 
really love doing it, and I’d 
love for people to check it 
out. It’s an ode to the old 
underground comics of 
the 1970s and ‘80s. I do a 
different comic every issue 
with my comic making pal, 
Maxine Frank. 

We did a comic 
about a post-apocalyptic 
girl gang that drives around 
m muscle cars and sells 
other women into slavery, 
a comic about 1 5 naked 
women who destroy the 
city of Vancouver, an- 
other one about an alien 
sex brothel... its sex and 
violence served up with humor and 
weirdness. 

Another aspect of your visual style 
that I absolutely love is your use 
of blown-out half-tone xerox style 
phs where you add the 
occasional pen linework to them. 

It gives that really classic punk 
rock zine feel to the art - the im- 
age where you add these touches 
to good ol’ Budd Dwyer is pretty 
much burned onto the inside of my 
eyelids. On top of that, almost all 
of the text in the zine seems to be 
handwritten. 

How much of the layout 
| and artwork of the zine is still 
old school cut-and-paste copy 
shop stuff and how much of it is 
new-fangled digital work? 

Cinema Sewer is entirely laid out 
and pasted up by hand, although 
I have implemented a font that is 
made from my hand lettering in 
recent issues, and no one seems any 
the wiser, so I think I’ll keep going 
with that. It saves my arm. After 
thousands of pages by hand, I’ve 
started getting some issues now. I 
have to sleep with my arm straight, 
because if it gets bent the muscles 
really hurt the next day. It’s called 
an RSI injury. I’ve been dealing with 
it in my drawing arm for years, now 
- really sucks. The art is all done 
























and draw on top of it like you say. 
But I’m still printing all of that out, 
and then pasting it up by hand. I just 
like it better that way. It feels better 
to have a physical object at the end, 
rather than a disc with some files on 
it. Mentally, it feels better. 

I’m very excited about getting a 
copy of your book Graphic Thrills 
which focuses on poster design 
for American hardcore porn films 
from 1970-1985. Like so much old 
media, poster art has been ignored 
as worthless commercial art. You 
add the fact these particular pieces 
were made to sell the kind of stuff 
that “no one would ever actually 
see,” and you know there’s no way 
any kind of stuffy academic art 
historian would bother with the 
material. It reminds me of the lost 
art of VHS box art, but to a more 
extreme degree. What drew you 
to compiling this full color picture 
book of this material, and how the 
hell did you go about finding all 
the source material for it? 


My publisher, FAB Press, and I 
utilized our own personal collections 
of posters, as well as the collections 
of poster collectors from around 
the world. It really was a herculean 
effort to get it all put together, and 
I really must thank Harvey Fenton 
at FAB for doing a lot of the heavy 
lifting with that. He’s a great editor 
and publisher, and I’m blessed to 
have him on my team. I spent years 
amassing all of the magazines I used 
for research for that book, as well 
as years of interviews I did with 
adult stars, directors, and poster 
artists. Then there were hundreds of 
hours I spent restoring the posters, 
digitally. I used to work as a photo 
re-toucher for a photography studio, 
so I’m trained to do that. To take 
the creases, and pin holes, and rips 
out, without altering the art in any 
way. That’s why the images look so 
pristine in the book! It was so much 
work, dude. People have no idea. 

But it’s like the special effects in 
movies - if you aid your job right, 
then people won’t notice your work! 
They just get immersed in the thing 
you made. It’s a great book. I’m 
really proud of it. I got to make the 
full color, glossy coffee table poster 
book that I wanted to buy. I’ve never 
seen one like this before. All the 
other ones are just pretty pictures, 
with no context, or history, or words 
to ground and add weight and 
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CHEST PAIN - WeltscKmerz 

Austin, Texas weirdout 
powerviolence hardcore 
group put together their 
opus. Think Gasp meets 
Swans meets Killing Joke 
all blended with some 
Man Is The Bastard. 


Solid Mfg. is the easiest place on the web for 

bands and record labels to manufacture vinyl 
records and custom print printed parts. 

VINYL PRESSING: 

• 250 unit minimum on 7”, 10”, and 12” packages 

• Over 30 color vinyl choices, plus options for 
splatter, haze, 180gm, and more 

• Shipping or pickup from Queens, NY 

• Free overrun, no hidden costs. 

PRINT SHOP: 

• LP Jackets, 7" Folders, Gatefolds, and more. 

• Free overrun and shipping to one US location. 

• Custom options for stock, finish, folds, more. 

Our Solidbot webapp automates 
stuff like building a custom quote, 
uploading art and audio files, and 
checking production status, all to 
move projects through production 
as quickly and easily as possible. 


OUT NOW ON 
LP/CD/DL 


www.slovenly.com 







In a tiny one-bedroom apartment in 
Burlinyton, Vermont there is a small /)/J/ 
feminist punk record label that is informiny 
the East Coast and national punk scene. 
Stickshift Recordinys is a badass label 
run by Kelly Riel and Alyssa Caparas, Who 
believe that if music and art is infused With 
anti-oppression sentiments, We can shift 
the foundations of our culture. 

Stickshift, and the Women who run 
it, are radical and punk-as-fuck. They are 
cultiVatiny a scene in Burlington where 
queer, trans, and Women punks have a safer 
space to be represented and heard. Stickshift 
has put out three compilations — First Gear: 
Feminism in the Northeast CA Compilation) 


in Auyust 2013, Clarion Call in November 
2013, and Weapons of Construction in 
Auyust 201b — as Welt as a demo (called 
Greatest Hits) by the band Goryon ( Kelly's 
thrashu hardcore punk trio). 

They also hosted the first Stickshift 
Fest at the Monkey House in Winooski, 
Which featured the Damn Broads (CT), 
Renauin (N\/C), and Girlcrush (Nj/C), atony 
With seven other bands. 

Stickshift Recordinys believes in 
creatiny a pro-queer, pro -trans, feminist, 
positive, inclusive, and celebratory space 
that Will beyin to incite chanye in a male- 
dominated punk scene. 


Intro and interview by Jakob GoOueerly 



Hello Keliy%^and Alyssa! Can you tell 
people about iflie formation of Stickshift 
Recordings? 

Kelly: Hi Jakob! StiJl^hift Recordings really 
came about while I wa^\playing in the self- 
described Riot Grrrl band IWl Fight! - based 
in Burlington. The band had bekjjne less active 
and eventually our drummer lS^to pursue 
other projects. I had fallen hard for tSyxlea of 
working to make the punk scene/comrmWty a 
safer and better and more inclusive spaced 
folks who aren’t dudes, but also for all folk^ 
who aren’t cis* and/or straight people (dudes 
included). I had noticed that often when playing 
shows (not just in Burlington) Doll Fight! was 


the only band with women in it at all (we were 
all women), and often outside of me there was 
zero visibility at all for queer or trans anything 
at shows. Sometimes shows were actively 
uncomfortable to be at as a queer and trans 
woman - most of the time the environment 
was just male-dominated punk scene crap that’s 
existed for a long time in a lot of different 
ways. It was something that really even kept 
me from going out to a lot of shows when I 
wasn’t playing - even shows I otherwise would 
Jiave wanted to see. Just knowing that I’d have 
Meal with whatever bullshit I was expecting, 
th^|ual shit and being “the only,” and the like, 
woulaXeep me home. My first thought was 


to start a Riot Grrrl Burlington - but over the 
course of playing in a Riot Grrrl band I learned 
way more about the history of Riot Grrrl than I 
ever had really known before, and I learned that 
Riot Grrrl was more of a small thing that had 
a relatively insular scene that happened in the 
‘90s and made an impact that still reverberates 
around today. It wasn’t without its problems, 
but it definitely did some good, too. It also 
definitely wasn’t the next step I wanted to take 
in terms of scene involvement, although there is 
some cool stuff happening today under the Riot 
Grrrl banner. 

So I wasn’t sure what to do. Alyssa < 
and I got talking about the scene and how things 




were shitty and how we wanted to make things 
better. We also kept listening to a lot of Bomb 
the Music Industry and Asian Man Records 
releases. At some point it clicked and I got all 
excited and said something like, “Alyssa, you 
know how to do layouts and you’re an amazing 
artist and graphic designer, and I know how to 
engineer audio and know loads of people in 
the music scene. With our powers combined 
we could be a record label like Quote Unquote 
or Asian Man, except doing the stuff we want 
to do.” Alyssa was like, “You are kind of out 
of your mind, but that’s a cool idea.” So we 
started getting stuff together for the first comp 
and established a couple of long term goals for 
the project. 

*/or anybody unfamiliar, “cis” essentially 
means people who aren ’t trans / persons whose 
gender identity matches up with the gender/sex 
they were assigned at birth. 

Can both of you speak to your punk rock 
foundations? 

Kelly: Punk rock kept me alive for a long 
time, literally and figuratively (cliche, I 
know). I started to get into punk music when 
I was around 12 or 13 years old, but once 
I was 14 and hit high school I met this dude 
named Ethan. He was a senior and I was a 
freshman, and he had been in some bands in 
the Connecticut punk scene and had the patch 
pants/combat boots look going on. I think he 
recognized some kind of mdjr anger in the 
confused and depressed blob of^re-transition 
teenage kid that I was, and it was a small school 
so he knew I was into punk music. He started a 
band and had me play drums, and he took me to 
a few shows and turned me on to a lot of really r 
great bands that I still listen to sometimes 
today. He (and everyone else from that band) 
graduated school a year later and moved away, 
but I was into it by that point and punk became 
a big support system that helped me navigate 
all kinds of youth struggles. When I finished 
high school, I had no clue what I wanted to 
do with my life and my parents insisted on 
college, so I followed my best friend Andy to 
the University of Vermont. While in school I 


never really found my feet in the local punk 
scene despite still being a punk through and 
through. I had a lot going on, as I transitioned 
in college, worked a lot, and you know, was in 
college, which actually takes up a lot of time. 
I’ve been more involved in the scene since 
around 2009 or so with going to shows, then 
joining a band again in 2010. Since getting 
older and figuring out my shit and becoming 
relatively stable as an adult, I do think about 
how much “punk” as a thing has meant in my 
life and how much it’s done for me, and the 
answer is a fuck of a lot for both. 

Alyssa: My dad was a jazz DJ before I was 
born, and growing up I was always listening 
to some weird thing or another. My older sister 
was an ‘80s punk, and she had a tremendous 
influence on me. When I was in middle school 
my family moved to South Florida, and I kind 
of “found myself,” as cliche as that sounds, in 
the punk/ska/skinhead scene. And when I say 
skinhead I mean anti-racist/anti-fascist, not the 
nazi bonehead variety (A lot of people don’t 
know there’s a difference). Anyway! So I had 
really awful family problems growing up, to 
the point where I tried to be at home as little 
as possible, and found community in the local 
punk scene. 

However, I transitioned right dut^f 
high-school, and was met with a lot of filSr: 
arms-crossed hostility. I came to realize pretty 
quickly that the scene I loved so much was 
actually a really awful space to exist unless 
you were het and cis, so I took a step back. 
But as I got older, I was still listening to the 
same music, still going to shows, still desiring 
to be involved. But because of my experiences 
after transition, in a more guarded way? I don’t 
^now if that makes sense. I feel like so much of 
tna». scene today is governed by this irrelevant 
tough-guy image bullshit. Like, “If you’re 
gonna be a punker you have to be this hard- 
edged asshole,” which is really fucking dumb. 
Thank you so much for sharing your stories 
about your experiences as trans women 
punks. As a FTM trans punk, I have had 
similar experiences with the punk scene. As 
someone who has presented masculine since 
2002, it has been really clear that hyper- 




masculinity, misogyny, and heteropatriarchy 
are systems that I am not interested in 
adopting for my own masculinity. I identify 
very strongly with my transness, and my 
own transmasculinity in punk is rooted in 
how so many women, queer people, and 
POC have informed and shaped radical 
punk movements and activism. Punk is 
not about being hard without intention for 
me, and punk rock to me is about fighting 
hard for each other and building spaces that 
are emotionally and physically different 
than the spaces that have systematically 
oppressed us. Whether those spaces are 
created by ourselves with headphones and a 
turntable, or in a punk venue. 

Kelly: Yes! This! I think that something that’s 
important to remember when we talk about 
punk as a countercultural space, is just what 
counterculture means. In our western/American 
culture-at-large hard (white) masculinity 
is elevated and idolized and femininity is 
derided. We can talk about “counterculture” all 
we want, but if we replicate those same power 
dynamics in our own communities, we aren’t 
countering anything, we are replicating the 
fucked up social scheme we’ve been taught our 
whole lives. 

Alyssa, how did you and Kelly meet? 

Alyssa: Oh boy, that’s a question! The 
answer to that is simply far too ridiculous and 
complicated to write here. The short answer 
is that wejnet at a queer conference and have 
been togetlitsysver since. 

Ha! Ok. ITtpuld love to talk about 
Burlington, since it’s rare to hear about the 
Vermont punk scene. How have you all seen 
the Burlington punk scen^hift and change 
since 2009? 

Kelly: I think that since 2009 wlTfoaJ started 
getting more into the sqene, it has 
for the better. In the last five years, the 
has kind of matured a bit, and I think that it’! 
finding its feet to grow and thrive in some 
new ways. It was, five years ago, totally male- 
dominated. Going to shows, even among fans, 
I was one of only a small number of women. 
None of the queers that I knew here at the time 
were into punk, and I was the only transwoman 






I knew who lived around here. I mean fuck, I 
remember walking out of a show once in like 
2008 because a local band was making fucked 
up gay jokes on stage. I think that five years 
ago people in the punk scene would have 
looked at me like I had two heads if I said I 
wanted to put on a queer-centric feminist punk 
fest and push to make a show at a bar a safer 
space. Today, that was embraced - not only 
did loads of people who don’t normally go to 
shows come out and tell us directly, “Thank 
you, I normally avoid the punk scene here and 
this show was the kind of thing I wish would 
happen more.” Lots of people who currently 
promote shows and play in bands and go to 
shows were stoked on the idea and helped 
out, especially with getting the word out. I 
think that the change I’ve seen has been one of 
trending toward openness and inclusiveness in 
the punk scene and away from an insular scene 
with an “in crowd” kind of attitude - it was that 
insular-ness that led to such homogeneity and 
intolerance, I think, and so as it’s broken down 
- the scene has become a lot more diverse 
pretty quickly. From my vantage point, there 
are a lot more women and queers in the scene 
today than five years ago, and there are even 
some trans folks who are getting out to shows 
around here once in a while. 

I remember when I arrived in Burlington in 
2001, 1 went to a few punk shows by myself 
and I was befriended by this guy, Alex, who 
worked at the Bailey-Howe Library (at the 
University of Vermont). There we^mufew 
punks when I was a freshman, but I was so 
rattled and nervous by the rest of the crowd 
at shows that I just stopped going. Instead I 
listened to mix tapes that my friends back 
in Chicago would make and send to me, 
and until I met Kelly in 2005, 1 literally had 
no other close friends who were punks and 
went to shows. Kelly, remember when we 
bonded over Jack Daniels and Johnny Hobo 
and the Freight Trains? The summer of 2006 
was really when I began to feel a shift in the 
punk scene. 

Kelly: Ha! Yes, I totally remember our whiskey 
and folk punk two person parties! Those were 
fun days. Also, I’ve got to say, that guy Alex 
still lives in Burlington and he plays drums in a 
dirty reggae band I’m trying to start! This town 
is just so smaft'-tthis is how small it is! 
Stickshift has h^d some impressive and 
unique projects in Ike past few years. Can 
you talk a little bit abontthe Bitch Magazine 
BitchTapes mix tape? 

Kelly: That was a really coolThmg we did! We 
were doing promotional stuff fi^^rur second 
comp, Clarion Call , and we wer^jrving to 
think of interesting press sources that^feren’t 
necessarily “punk press” but who ma^be 
interested in reviewing the comp or talking 
about what we were doing. We sent Bitch 
Magazine a download code and a one-sheet for 
the comp as a, “Hey, maybe they’ll mention 
us in something about punk they run.” They 


ended up getting back to us really fast and 
explaining that while they don’t typically do 
album reviews or anything like that, they had 
this mixtapes series called BitchTapes, and they 
wanted to know if we would like to do one. 
Most of the mixtapes are people/organizations 
putting together mixtapes of music that they 
like along a theme since most of the groups 
doing them aren’t record labels, but we saw 
it as an opportunity to put the cool bands we 
had already worked with on a bigger forum. 
We contacted all the bands that were on both 
comps and asked them for another track for the 
mixtape, and it turned out awesome. Plus it was 
super neat because we were the 200 th BitchTape 
that they had done! You can still stream it on 
the Bitch Magazine BitchTapes page. 

What are some of Stickshift’s goals? 

Kelly: We’re hoping to get a bit more involved 
with shows and promoting events locally, 
which is already happening. The fest was a 
huge success, and so we’re hoping to ride that 
wave into setting up or co-sponsoring shows, 
including trying to do designated safer space 
shows. Beyond that, though, we’re hoping to 
put out one or two records for artists rather 
than just comps. One will probably be my band 
because it’s low-hanging fruit, but one will 1 
definitely not. Without giving too much away 
prematurely, we’ve been talking to a rad band 
about doing a release for them. 

What punk bands are you really excited 
about right now? 

Kelly: I recently learned about Wet Brain, 
from Baltimore, who play cool surf and 
sludge influenced punk - I have listened to 
their record a bunch and it’s really good, and 
I think pretty interesting and exciting. And my 
new favOr^te band might be Pushin’ It 2 The 
Limit, fromTtyiladelphia, who just put out their 
first album in September. I also am really into 
Tesla’s Revenge, who my friend turned me 
onto after seeing them at Pouzza Fest. They’re 
doing some cool melodic pop-punky stuff that 
sounds kind of ‘90s, but is also pretty fresh and 
interesting. 

Alyssa: Rukut and War on Women. Holy shit 
they’re super good. I recently discovered this 
old all-lady streetpunk band from Japan from 
the late ‘90s/early ‘00s called Thug Murder. 
Whoa! I can’t believe I’d never heard them till 
now. It’s also no secret that I’m a huge Ska/ 
early Reggae nerd, so I’ve been listening to a 
lot of Rude and the Lickshots + Phoenix City 
All- Stars 

Are you both currently in bands? 

Kelly: I play in an all female-identified power 
trio called Gorgon - we recently recorded an 
album that should be out sometime this fall. 
I’ve also been trying for about a year to start a 
reggae/ska band in the vein of the Aggrolites, 
but we’ve not yet played any shows yet 
id keep having trouble getting practices 
sclkluled. 

AlysS^ actually can’t play any music at all! 
I’m just^telly good at photoshop. 


Can you talk about the process of creating a 
Stickshift record? 

Kelly: Well, we get the tracks together - so far 
for the comps that’s meant collecting recorded 
tracks from a bunch of bands. For a solo band, 
that means getting their unmastered recorded 
material. I also can do mixing if needed, but I 
am much better at mastering and work much 
faster than when I am mixing. We don’t have a 
recording deal with a studio or anything, so we 
need to get audio tracks recorded before they 
get to us, though if a band has a space to use 
I can help with recording too. Once we have 
the tracks and the order is all settled I’ll master 
the record and Alyssa will design the artwork, 
or work with the band to figure it out. We’ll 
then burn the CDs in a duplicator and print the 
disc art onto the disk with our fancy printer 
we bought specifically for the label. We also 
print all the sleeves ourselves, and cut them out, 
and fold them and glue them. Then we stuff 
and seal them and it’s done! It almost always 
involves some kind of technological failure 
and reprinting of a bunch of discs, or else some 
other kind of delay getting things together, but 
that’s because we do all of it ourselves. We 
kind of make things up as we go a little bit 
every time. 

Alys sa: The process has gotten pretty refined 
sinc^fre started. Initially, we had a used CD 
printer that was slow as dirt and prone to 
breakdown, but has since been replaced. Kelly 
does most of the business end, which I’m 
admittedly pretty terffl^Je at, as well as any 
mastering. I’ll usually h^Iftwvith providing a 
critical ear for the sound of'themasters, and 
then the layouts are all me. I thmfcj have the 
easiest job, haha! 

What’s the best thing about being a VerThont 
punk? 

Kelly: Everything but the winter time. 
Seriously, I always dread winter so hard but 
love the rest of the year, and when it’s nice out 
people come out in droves because it’s not -10 
degrees in the sun. 

Alyssa: What Kelly said. Vermont punks are 
pretty hearty people, mostly due to the extreme 
Vermont climate. When I lived in Philly people 
wouldn’t go to shows because it was raining, 
but Vermont punks will brave -20 windchill and 
snow drifts to huddle in unheated basements to 
see a band that they like, which is awesome. I 
mostly just wish the scene was bigger. 

Thank you so much Alyssa and Kelly for 
talking with me about Stickshift! 

Check out Stickshift Recordings online! Up the 
Queer Punx! 

stickshiftrecordings .bandcamp . com 

facebook.com/StickshiftRecordings 

stickshiftrecordings.tumblr.com/ 

bitchmagazine.org/post/bitchtapes-diy- 

feminist-punk-still-rules 



a conversation with John Yingling about: 


the World Underground 


With a shocking combination of community support, luck, and 
blind determination, John Yingling set about documenting DIY 
music scenes on the farthest reaches of the planet... 


Interview by Raphael Martinez. 
Photos by John Yingling. 


Ray: When did you start the project? Did you 
plan on doing the project first, or did you go 
overseas and then decide to do the project and 
then go back? 

John: I had never been outside the country, 
never, before China. So the beginning of it 
really was Chicago pretty much was the sole 
catalyst to this project... me having the mo- 
tivation. I don’t know how to really explain 
it, but Chicago kinda gave me the push like: 
“Yes, I can do something and it might not be 
super quality, at first.” I had no idea what it 
was gonna be like, but it started in Chicago. 
I interviewed a band called Handsome Furs, 
and that was my favorite band at the time be- 
cause I had a huge hard on for Wolf Parade. 
Stan Beckner, and his wife and this electro 
two-Piece and they actually talked about Chi- 
na. 

Ray: Had they been to China? 


John: They just had got off of a long Asia 
tour. 

Ray: As a band? 

John: Yeah, they went to China and would 
not shut the hell up about it. So, I don’t know, 
China just stuck in my head. I went back 
home and started to poke around and I found 
this site called Pangbianr. It was run by this 
guy who had spent most of his time in New 
York. He was doing what I was doing with 
Gonzo Chicago, in a way, in China. It seemed 
really interesting. I dug around, I emailed 
the guy and sorta pitched this crazy idea of, 
“Hey! If I came over by myself, filmed as 
much as I could, tried to capture a moment in 
time, and then went back home and uploaded 
all the live recordings, and all the context I 
found, would you help?” I didn’t hear from 
him for seven months, and then I moved to 
Montana. I still had the idea in my head like, 


“Shit. Maybe I could just raise some mon- 
ey and do this?” When I got into Montana I 
emailed one more time, China has a pretty 
rough firewall, I thought maybe he didn’t see 
it [the first email]. He saw the second one and 
was like, “I’ll totally help!” He hit up one oth- 
er guy, Nevin Domer, who runs Maybe Mars 
and Genjing Records - he, Nevin, suggested I 
go on tour with P.K. 14. 

Ray: Did you know who they were before- 
hand? 

John: I did, a little bit. They played in New 
York a couple times. I knew Hedgehog and 
Subs, just a couple bands, but I had no of idea 
the scope of what was going on. I was gonna 
take Josh Violas first advice and go into Bei- 
jing, he suggested I go down to Guangzhou 
and meet up with those Full Label kids. So 
I was gonna start in Beijing, go to Guang- 
zhou and just see what I could get, but when 





Nevin suggested I follow P.K. 14, 1 flipped it 
completely. I flew into South China, took a 
ferry from Hong Kong, met up with them in 
Zhuhai, and then I followed them to Hunan 
Szechuan. 

Ray: So the plan from the get go of you leav- 
ing the States for China was to tour with 
them? 

John: Yeah, that was the first stop. That 
wound up being the best thing that could 
happen for that trip. Because not only did 
Yang Haisong, from P.K. 14, curate all their 
openers, so every night I saw a different local 
opening band like Stolen and Hiperson, two 
of my favorites in Chengdu, I never would 
have known about those bands. At least till 
the trip was over. But yeah I saw six or seven 
openers like the Maples and Meikadeer, all 
the ones that are in that first little leg, none 
of that would have ever happened. It was dual 
purpose because when I got to Beijing every- 
one was like, “Ehh. . . Well, we could meet up, 
but what have you done?!” And I was like, “I 
went on tour with P.K. 14.” It just made every- 
thing so easy! 

Ray: Did you speak the language at all when 
you went over there? 

John: No, not at all. I knew a couple words, 


there, and I tried 
to say them no- 
body knew what 
the hell I was 
talking about, 
because of the 
tones and pro- 
nunciation. I 
still don’t know 
a whole lot of 
Chinese, I mean, 
a couple phras- 
es, a couple key- 
words. It sounds 
dumb, I’m not 
trying to deter 
anyone from 
learning the lan- 
guage, but you 
don’t really need 
it to get around. It’s difficult in your day to 
day - there’s not a whole lot of English speak- 
ing going on if you go buy a pack of cigarettes 
or go to a store. That was interesting. More 
than one person said, “You’ll be fine, every- 
one speaks English over there. . .” But that was 
not the case! Lots of hand motions and the 
rock’n’roll guitar sign to find a venue. It was 
difficult but that made for the best moments. 
Ray: I saw in the credits that you subtitled the 
film. 

John: I subtitled it, yeah. 

Ray: So, if you don’t speak the language, 
how’d you subtitle it? 

John: A couple people worked as translators. 
This wonderful girl in Guangzhou, Christine 
Ni, she was amazing! I forget where she grew 
up. I’m pretty sure she’s based in the UK. 
She speaks Cantonese, which was great for 
Guangzhou; it was great for all the sub-dia- 
lects like Hunanese and Szechuanese. Beijing 
is totally different than the South. There was 
Brad Seippel who actually did some of the 
live recordings. There was a lot of people that 
helped with translation. That was the biggest 
pain in the ass. I made the wrong call. I want- 
ed minute markers and I totally underesti- 
mated how long a 
ninute of talking 
s. When I got 
that back that 
was like 12, 13 
full sentenc- 
es. That was 
almost useless 
for me to put 
in the film. I 
didn’t know 
where to break 
it up. We end- 
ed up having 
to scratch ev- 
erything in the 
end. Christine 
redid every- 
thing. Once 
she saw the fi- 


nal cut, she was like, “This is amazing. I want 
this to be perfect.” She scratched everything, 
all seven months of work and redid it sentence 
by sentence - timecode. That made a big dif- 
ference, Christine is amazing! 

Ray: Oh, wow! So, just straight transcription 
type work. 

John: Yeah, then I was able to piece it out 
and stop at certain words and things like that. 
That made a big difference. But yeah, Chris- 
tine is amazing. 

Ray: I really got excited while watching it. 
Mostly because you spent a lot of time talking 
about, not just the people, but also the organi- 
zations, the means of communication, and the 
way they interact with other artists in the DI Y 
scene. I was wondering. . . There aren’t a lot 
of interviews of people who aren’t necessar- 
ily more actively involved. It’s mostly musi- 
cians and people who make magazines. There 
wasn’t a lot of fan interviews, if any, except 
a casual “man on the street” type thing. Was 
that a conscious decision? Were you trying to 
make a narrative for the get go or was that just 
how it worked out? 

John: It’s honestly just how it worked out. 
There were a few. I had to make a choice with 
Ang Ran in Guangzhou, he was a huge RK. 
14 fan, I couldn’t fit everything in. I had to go 
with the flow that my gut told me was best. It 
could have been 10 hours long. I had hundreds 
of hours of footage. I wanted to do a Fugazi 
Instrument rip off, where I put music over 
fans against the wall and stuff. I don’t know, 
it was the first time I’ve done a real film. I just 
went with what my gut told me felt best. 

Ray: It seems this project is as much about 
the specific bands as it is the idea behind the 
whole thing. The idea behind the international 
DIY networks, the underground. It’s not just 
a documentary but a resource. I emailed Nev- 
in trying to get stuff for this magazine. Like, 
“Hey! If there’s any bands. . . If you wanna do 
any interviews, send them to us. We’ll find 
translators, we’ll figure that out.” But we wan- 
na get it because we’re trying to do print and 
digital and we want to have at least the digital 
be dual language; so it can be downloaded in 
China or Japan in its original language. 

John: Did he respond? 

Ray: Yeah, he did. He’s gonna do stuff. 

John: Great! 

Ray: Also, It took me twice as long to watch 
the movie because I kept pausing it and get- 
ting on google and looking up these people 
and seeing what they were doing. 

John: That’s the point. The point is, when 
you see something that you think is amazing 
- a band, a label in the credit section of the 
film - that stuff is there. If you see something 
you like you can find it. You can take it one 
step further and say, “That Subs band, or that 
Hedgehog band, is fuckin’ amazing! Where 
can I find their music?!” You can download a 
live recording that I got on that trip, you can 
also find their Bandcamp, or a Chinese music 
site, emails, and things like that. 



Ray: I wouldn’t even say that it’s supplemen- 
tary or auxiliary. The website seems to get as 
much attention as the film. It’s loaded with 
information. 

John: Thanks! That was the point... a huge 
archive, a resource. I don’t see that stuff. If 
there’s a film it’s from 2007 and it hasn’t been 
updated since they had a screening ten months 
after the film came out. What’s happening 
now?! It’s sort of like shooting myself in the 
foot for if I ever want to stop being a huge 
nerd. I just don’t care about my time anymore. 
This is what I want to do. If I spend a couple 
hundred hours every month to update it, that’s 
fine. 

Ray: Yeah, that’s great. 

John: Its comments like yours that make it 
worthwhile. 

Ray: It didn’t just make me excited that they 
existed. It made me feel, right then, if I paused 
the movie I could contact these people... and 
within eight hours I had a reply from some 
dude across the world about getting Chinese 
bands in a zine. This is 21 st century shit! 

John: That kinda proves that it was worth 
it for me to sit on my computer for five days 
straight. 

Both: (laughter) 

Ray: Some of the other things I really liked 
about the China episode were the explora- 
tions and conversations of distinctly Chinese 
cultural events or practices. Like the footage 
of Zhong Yang from Vagabond talking about 
how to learn to play the drums after running 
away from home because of the entrance 
exams. He makes the point, “I don’t think 
anybody not from China will completely un- 
derstand this.” I still don’t. Were you looking 
for moments like that? Were people reserved 
about that considering you’re making a doc- 
umentary and you’re a westerner and you’ve 
obviously got your own agenda? 

John: Everybody was pretty open. Part of the 
reason I knew that this project would work was 
that I used Missoula, MT as a testing ground. 
If I can roll into Missoula and jump into what 
I was doing in Chicago, I’m gonna do it. I had 
an interview in the paper the second week I 
was in town. The headline was: “Gonzo Chi- 
cago Focus’ Lens On Missoula Music Scene.” 
I was like, “Fuck, man, alright.” I know I’m 
a personable guy, and that’s sort of the kick- 
er. Everybody over there was a little bit ++ 
at these media companies that would come 
in and look for skinhead punk bands, leather 
jacket and spike wearing dudes, and angle it 
as “Communist China Punk Bands.” That’s 
just not me. I like to think that I have a pret- 
ty alright taste in music too. Whatever I got 
I wanted to try to make it work. I think as I 
grow as a filmmaker it will get better and bet- 
ter. Stuff like the Vagabond street interview 
- we almost didn’t do that. That band was just 
practicing in this multi- studio bomb shelter 
type of thing. We almost didn’t stop in, but 
I’m glad we did. 

Ray: That’s one of my favorite moments of 



the entire thing. 

It’s a really can- 
did moment, 
a bunch of 
people are just 
telling weird 
stories about 
music and the 
camera’s roll- 
ing. They just 
happen to be 
interesting to 
me because I 
don’t identify 
with what he 
was saying at 
all. But it’s so 
cool because I 
checked out his 
band, and if it wasn’t for that I wouldn’t know. 
John: I had no idea what he said in that in- 
terview until I got the translation back. The 
girl that was with me translating, who I met in 
Guangzhou, was like, “I’m not even going to 
tell you what he said. I’ll just wait until you get 
the translations back.” 

Ray: How hard was it to carry on this project 
not knowing what people were saying in real 
time? 

John: I spent a good eight months picking out 
all the best footage and how to cut scenes to- 
gether. I did a lot of the musical scenes first 
and waited until I got the translations back. I 
had those minute markers, which was ok. So 
I took two or three minutes, on average, from 
each of the longer interviews that I knew I was 
going to put in. I just cut chunks out and put 
them into where I thought they’d fit best with 
the musical scenes. That was all I could do 
till I got the rest back. Then we just sat and I 
kinda tweaked the musical scenes and put the 
whole piece together. It didn’t become a real 
thing until after a year of editing and editing. 
It was intense. . .took a long time. I learned 
a lot about editing. The ones in the future 
should be a lot quicker. 

Ray: How long was post production? 

John: A year and a half. 

Ray: A year and a half, wow. 

John: If I got sentence to sentence translation 
back it would have probably been about eight 
to ten months. There was a lot of waiting. I 
edited every day, sometimes for eight hours 
a day. I shook it around a lot towards the end. 
We made a lot of changes right at the end. It 
was tough calls all around. It could have been 
three hours. It was heartbreaking to cut some 
of the stuff but that’s moviemaking. 

Ray: You crowd funded this right? 

John: Yeah, Indiegogo. 

Ray: Did you do it all from the get go? Being 
like, “ This is what I wanna do. . .” 

John: Yeah, it was the project. When I got to 
Chicago, to give you the full backstory... I 
had this shitty camera that just so happened 
to get pretty damn good audio and video, for 
2007 or 2008, and I started Gonzo Chicago 


with that. I didn’t even write at first. I put up a 
crudely edited one song thing with Windows 
Movie Maker, just a band title at the begin- 
ning. I put it on YouTube and a shitty BlogSpot 
and I noticed people coming every day! I did 
the best I could on that and I started writing, 
doing whatever I could. The Chicago com- 
munity was actually the one that was like, 
“Dude, come on man, this is bullshit! If you’re 
gonna do this were gonna get you some new 
gear.” They made me run my first Indiegogo. 
That got me my first real video camera. I went 
twice as hard in Chicago and I built that into 
a real thing that was finally good, then I had 
the idea. From the beginning it was The World 
Underground, Episode One: China. This is 
what I wanna do. It sounded fuckin’ crazy! 
Ray: The idea of approaching people and 
saying, “I’m this dude, from here, send me to 
China, I got this idea. I know it sounds out 
there. . .” 

John: I realized right before the project went 
up, and once the website went up, (which 
my amazing girlfriend, Julia, made in the fi- 
nal week) I realized how insane I must have 
sounded. “I’m gonna do a film by myself, and 
an audio archive, and a context archive. . .” 
Ray: In a country I’ve never been to, with a 
language I don’t speak. . . 

John: I probably sounded fucking insane. 
Now it’s up there. . . a place I can point to. This 
is what it is, go get it. Everything’s explained. 
Ray: The next place you’re going to is? 

John: Indonesia 

Ray: Has having this episode already up 
made it easier? 

John: It did make it easier. I think from here 
on out it’s just gonna be easier and easier. The 
idea was great, people were excited and opti- 
mistic that I would be a good dude. I would 
send people articles from Chicago, I won this 
made up award in the Chicago Reader for Best 
Music Scene documentarian in 2012. It’s a 
clear cut meaningful thing that’s exactly what 
I imagined in my brain two or three years ago. 
Episode 2 will be the Beijing bands and three 
in Japan. There are two awesome noise bands. 
An episode in Missoula, MT, and ep. 4 will 


be Indonesia. 

Ray: With the noise bands. Is this one going to 
be focused on two specific acts? 

John: It’s not. When I got back from China, 
the first time, I had met this guy Dan Gam- 
er. I got back to Montana, and I was bitching 
about the food and he was like, “Man were go- 
ing to Korea and Japan with this band called 
Noise Arcade - they’re both just one dude. 
You should think about coming!” And I was 
like, “Run an Indiegogo for me and I’ll come 
over.” And he was like, “Ok!” I didn’t think he 
was serious, but he did it. He 
runs this website called Aweh. 

It’s an art and culture, gnarly, 

DIY webzine. It’s great, it’s 
awesome. He actually started 
that when he lived in Korea. 

When I went over there that 
was sort of the continuation of 
it all. The main point of it was 
to have both Aweh and I cu- 
rate opening acts for that tour. 

He did most of it because he knows what’s 
going on over there. The point was to film 
their tour but also get these amazing bands 
like Genius and all these bands in Korea and 
Seoul and Japan. It was a good mixture. It’s 
gonna be 20 minutes from them and maybe 45 
minutes from what’s happening in those cit- 
ies. It’s definitely not all encompassing. Those 
are deep waters, Korea and Japan. If anything 
I’m gonna film so much B-roll on trip two that 
it’s just gonna be this maniacal crazy cluster- 
fuck and trying to make it what a tour actually 
is. Tours are crazy. You roll up at 4pm, you 
soundcheck, you play, everyone’s drunk, you 
go to sleep, you wake up, and then you leave. 
You can’t hangout and spend three days get- 
ting the real gist of a city a lot of the time. If 
anything episode two is gonna be fuckin an- 
noying. I think we can do a good job. This new 
camera I have is five times the quality of what 
China was filmed on. All the future episodes 
are gonna be super insane. 

Ray: Why focus so much on Asia? 


John: It just worked out that way. I did China 
first, and I was digging around in Israel and 
Serbia. Episode 2 shouldn’t have even hap- 
pened. It was just kind of a lark for me, him 
asking me to come over and it ended up work- 
ing out. He tours Indonesia like crazy. He had 
nothing but amazing things to say. He says it’s 
crazier than the ‘80s in America, these kids 
are circle pitting like crazy and they mean it. 
They’re jumping off walls and smashing their 
faces into the ground and then they’ll play a 
set bleeding. One of the coolest things that 


will happen is these kids running around with 
generators doing harsh noise sets on the busy 
sidewalks. 

Ray: Wow. 

John: Guerrilla noise shows. It’s not like a bar 
scene like in China or America. There’s very 
few proper/real venues that stay a thing for a 
long time. That to me is more important. Half 
that stuff is not gonna be around for more than 
six months. When I went back he would not 
shut the hell up about Indonesia. So I added 
one guy, Toko, and he told me more about it. 
It seemed really interesting, something that 
needs to be captured well right now. The kid 
from Indonesia ended up sharing the trailer 
through China, and I woke up one day with 50 
friend requests on Facebook. They were all su- 
per excited. I was like, “Alright. Front burner.” 
I had to do it. I do want to see about Israel and 
Serbia. That’s the best thing, this is just start- 
ing, and I have like seven countries on the list. 
It’s only grown. Somebody downstairs made 
a great point. . . Like the PRF guys. . . You got 

the Belini 
crew from 
Europe, and 
Luzaeda, and 
there’s dudes 
from Poland, 
and Rus- 
sia, all over 
the place. It 
should be re- 
ally great to 
see what hap- 
pens with it. 
Ray: One 

thing I actu- 
ally did want 
to specifical- 
ly ask about 
is about the 
focus on 
Asia... I’m 
sure you’ve 


casually read some criticism along the lines 
of, “What’s with this white dude going over 
to Asia, documenting all this stuff? Is there 
some sort of weird agenda?” I personally don’t 
think it’s exploitative, but I’m sure there are 
people who are a lot more reactionary, who 
won’t perceive it as I do. What would you say 
to something like that? 

John: I haven’t really had a lot of that. 

Ray: Really? That’s great. 

John: Outside of one super jealous mid- 
dle-aged asshole ex-pat guy in Bejing that took 

a lot of stuff 
out of context, 
I haven’t really 
had a whole lot 
of that. Which 
is surprising 
to me. I ex- 
pected a bit 
of that. Peo- 
ple can think 
whatever they 
want. The project is its own explanation. 

Ray: You’re not making any money off of it, 
right? 

John: No. I went over budget on every trip 
that I’ve done so far. That’s the reality of it. 
If someone came up to me and voiced those 
concerns, they have every right to feel that 
way. One of the best things I think I did was 
letting the kids speak for themselves. I wasn’t 
injecting my own shitty voiceover of my opin- 
ion on how thigs should be or how things even 
are. Because, I don’t know, China is such deep 
waters, I tried to keep my opinion out of it. 
Ray: You have the film available for free as 
well as the music. 

John: The fundraisers were so communi- 
ty based. When one donated they’d get stuff 
from Missoula, MT, records from China. I 
don’t know how to say it without sounding 
like an asshole but it’s really hard to find fault 
in something that’s so all-encompassing and 
community oriented. People can think what- 
ever they want. At the end of the day, it is up 
for free and there’s a whole archive of stuff 
that you can just browse. It’s not like I want 
$50 for the film and $10 for each live record- 
ing. 

Ray: Besides this project, what else are you 
doing? Or is this kind of what you do now? 
John: This is what I do. I don’t want to do 
anything else. I’m moving to China after the 
Indonesia filming to teach English and try 
to kill the rest of my debt. There’s actually a 
guy who’s friends with Andy Junk from Holy 
Shit!, and all the Ifihadahifi dudes and Green 
Bay kids, - people that I grew up with - he’s a 
Green Bay guy. He offered me a teaching job 
last year in Northeast China. I thought about it 
for a year and he’s like, “Man, it’s the best way 
to kill your debt, and you could edit episodes 
two, three, and four while you hang out here. 
We can hang out and watch Packer games.” 
It’s such a good base of operations for The 
World Underground. Save a few grand, have 
Episodes 2-4 out, take a $500 flight to Serbia, 
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The kids speak for themselves. I 
wasnt injecting my own shitty voi- 
ceover of my opinion on how things 
should he or how things even are. 


and then keep rolling. Maybe I won’t have to 
bother people so much for the next episode. 
Ray: You kind of touched on this when you 
were talking about how you didn’t voice your 
own opinion in the film... .As a documentar- 
ian, especially one focusing on arts, how do 
you see yourself as a part of the community 
that you film? Do you consider yourself a part 
of it or as an outside observer? Is there a line 
that you are conscious of that you’re trying to 
tow? 

John: There’s always a line that I have to be 
conscious of. I don’t want to be another face- 
less guy that comes over and has no involve- 
ment. I went back, and I screened a rough cut 
in China and, I booked a show that had five 
bands. That was great. There’s always that 
line. Of course I wanna be involved. I’m in- 
volved by just being there. I pay the cover for 
the show, I buy merch. The best thing I can 
go and do is be a fan. It pained me to go over 
and hear stories about Vice filming P.K. 14 and 
Hedgehog, and all these other bands. They put 
up an eight minute video on one skinhead 
punk rock band. They totally missed the point. 
I’m not saying that this is better, but an hour 
and a half and an archive of live recordings. . . 
It goes a lot further, I think. And then if peo- 
ple wanna find the stuff then they could find 
the stuff. I just got more and more annoyed 
with music documentaries. I never saw some- 
thing that was longer than 20 minutes. They’re 
spending all that money to go over there and 


coming back to put a ten minute thing together 
that barely even scratches the surface?! Mine 
doesn’t either. There’s so much left in Chi- 
na, I barely even scratched the surface. You 
know, there hasn’t been a single film, at least 
an American made - one that broke into the 
mainstream consciousness - that has touched 
on Gunagzhou or Cheungdu or Hunan or Sz- 
jchuan provinces. 

Ray: It shows that what you’re doing has a 
place in the scheme of things. But the bands 
are out there doing it for themselves. So, 
the China episode is the only one available. 
Where are the other episodes at? 

John: Right now I’m like piecing out every- 
thing and encoding all the videos so that it’s 
AVI and its editable and sort of creating the 
skeletons for episodes two and three before I 
leave for Indonesia. I have to get a new com- 
puter before I start editing the new ones. Be- 
cause with the new camera that I have I can’t 
edit the new footage. My original idea was to 
have a rough cut of at least episode two by the 
time I leave. But, I load two clips into final cut 
pro and my computer crashes. But the skele- 
tons are there, and I know once I settle in I’ll 
know what to attack. It should be quicker. In a 
perfect world episode two will be out by Feb- 
ruary or March of 2016, episode three by the 
end of 2016, and Indonesia after that. 

Ray: Oh, wow, okay. 

John: Quicker turn around that China for 
sure. A lot less translation. Missoula should 


be quicker because I know what I want to do 
with that and there’s no translation. 

Ray: Did you feel any kind of cosmic justice 
from being able to screen the Chinese epi- 
sode at Township? I know that you have been 
banned from there before. . . 

John: It was great, it was weird, but that was 
never even resolved. 

Ray: I think it was really funny because I 
mentioned that I was coming to interview you 
to a couple guys who did stuff there when MP- 
shows used to do shows there and they were 
just like, “Oh yeah, John! I can’t believe he’s 
doing that thing there. I had to kick him out 
one day!” 

John: It was interesting. I was waiting for an 
arm around my neck for the first half of the 
night. No, it was great. I’m glad I did it. It was 
funny, super full circle. 

Ray: Yeah. There you were, after traveling the 
world, back in this crappy bar underneath the 
Blue Line. 

John: It was super cosmic to go to China and 
talk about Steve Albini. P.K. 14 recorded their 
new record at Electrical Audio. It was weird 
to have Johnny, the drummer from P.K. 14, 
scrolling through Kuma’s Corner, Reckless 
Records, and Electrical Audio on his phone. 
I thought I was on Candid Camera and some 
dudes were gonna run up saying, “You really 
thought people were going to pay for you to go 
to China? You fuckin’ idiot!” 
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MDC-Millions of Damn Christians-LP 


MDC-Shades of Brown-LP 
BCR1B3-1 / 650557018319 


Cancerous Growth-hmmlmmlun...-LP 
BCR204-1 / B5D557D2D411 


YESTERDAY IS GONE 


ROUGH 


HEEL TURN 
RECORDS 


BLOODY SHOW - ROOT 
NERVE 12" EP CHTR 004) 


TURQUOISE FEELING 


NEW SELF-TITLED LP 

BLACKBALL 

DEBUT EP; STANDOUT 80s-STYLE 
HARDCORE FROM RALEIGH , NC 


MAKING THE NOISE 12" EP 


2016 = MESSRS (Columbus) 
BURNING ITCH (Knoxville) 
MAKE-OVERS (S. Africa) 
More RAW PONY 


OUT NOW! 
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DAY CREEPER -CENTRAL 
STATES LP (HTR 001) 


UNFINISHED BUSINESS 


MR. CUT & THE PINK 


CIGARETTES - WET 
WILL Y 10" (HTR 002) 


COMING OUT MAY 13TH! 

LIMITED TO 300 COPIES/WHITE VINYL! 


TOURING THIS YEAR WITH 
D.R.I., HELLSHOCK AND M.D.G 


NEW FULL LENGTH OUT SPRING OF 2017! 


ATTITUDE ADJUSTMENT -TERRORIZE/LP 
BCR217-1 / 650557021715 
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The Faction-No Hidden Messages-12" 
BCR193-1 / B5D557D1931G 
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The Faction-Corpse in Disguise-12" 
BCR194-1 / 850557019415 


The Faction-Dark Room-12" 
BCR195-1 / 650557019514 


The Faction-Epitaph-12" 
BCR19B-1 / B50557019613 


The Faction-Yesterday Is Gone-12" 
BCR192-1 / 650557019217 


The Crusties-Crustunes-LP 
BCR207-1 / B5D557D2D718 
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Annex “Silencio” EP 
Rio Grande Valley Punks. 

Two catchy dance tracks for our dismal future. 
One hundred on purple vinyl with badge. 


Yuputka “Cluster” 

Exclusive full-length digital download on 
Occult Whispers Bandcamp 
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M.O.T.O. CLASSICS REBORN! 



AMPEGSTUD! LP 

Remastered vinyl issue of 
cassette album from 1995! 


^8? 


M.O.T.O.ERECTUS LP 



-PLUS LOTS OF USED STUFF!- 

Info and Orders: RerunRecordsSTL.com 
or at Discogs - Seller ID: jasonrerun 

RERUN RELEASES COMING SOON: 


The Executives-s/t 7" reissue of 1980 San Diego Punk classic 

Captain 9's & The Knickerbocker Trio-Start A RnR Grease Fire... LP 

collection of hits & rarities from 80s/90s low rent Garaqe Rock warriors 




" It's a goldmine of discovery, 
from shimmery synth pop to 

electro 

punk to 
space out 
noise rock 
to acoustic 

ritual 

folk... This 

stuff really 

does run a 

remarkable 

gamut 
from 

wonderfully 
listenable 




Ra Meat (AAAOOl) 

featuring Eric & Magill, 
Heavy Times, Travelers 
of Tyme, Forests, 

Sharks' Teeth, and more 


to intense, without skipping a 
beat or sacrificing quality." 
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Northern Isolation was the first punk 
festival ever to happen in Duluth, 
Minnesota — a town with a punk 
scene that has been thriving rapidly 
these past two years. It took place 
from August 28 th -30 th , 2015 and was 
organized by Mike Wilson and my- 
self 36 bands/artists came to play 
from near and far such as Negative 
Degree (Denver), Tenement (Apple- 
ton), Sharkpact (Olympia), Phantom 
Head (Kansas City), Short Walk (Mil- 
waukee), Uranium Club (Minneap- 
olis), Animal Lover (Minneapolis), 
False (Minneapolis), Waveless (Min- 
neapolis), Constant Insult (Minneap- 
olis), Dios Mio (Minneapolis), Mind 
Control (Duluth), and many others. 

The fest was a great time and 
went really smoothly. The vibes were 
completely positive throughout the 
whole weekend and people seemed to 
be really happy. People in Duluth just 
know how to have fun. There’s never 
any pretentiousness in our scene, ev- 
eryone is always there to have a good 
time, and people constantly mosh and 
dance around, which adds a lot of life 
to the shows. 


All of the bands killed it, but 
my favorite set of the fest was that of 
The Minnepolis Uranium Club Band. 
The chemistry of that band is impec- 
cable. They played an amazing set of 
new and old songs and had the perfect 
aesthetic: Teen Man staring you down 
with his quirky head gestures (still the 
best sunglass-wearer in punk), Bren- 
dan with the rare appearance of his 
hair tied back, Matt and Harry looking 
great as always, and to top it all off, a 


giant, mesmerizing, presumably cus- 
tom-made spinney wheel behind them 
that matched the colors of their record 
and the mood of their music. People 
were going nuts and I feel like it was 
exactly how someone who hasn’t seen 
them would picture their set. 

The day shows on Friday 
and Sunday were held at a new space 
called The Carter, an old car wash/ 
body shop that is currently being 
transformed into a venue, storefront, 




and (private) skate park, ran by some 
local skaters who run a clothing com- 
pany called Common Apparel. A lot 
of people were skating in between/ 
during bands and it was awesome. 
The day show on Saturday was held 
at Emerson School Gymnasium; Em- 
erson is an old elementary school that 
was converted to a living co-op in the 
‘70s and has had people living there 
ever since. We fully utilized the gym 
during the Dios Mio set, when peo- 
ple were playing kickball, basketball, 
hitting each other with shit, and glid- 
ing side to side in rolling chairs. It 


was one of the coolest punk things I 
have ever seen and thankfully no one 
got hurt (that bad). The after-shows 
on Friday and Saturday were held at 
my house, the Raunch Complex, and 
were both awesome, especially Sat- 
urday. At some point Saturday night 
a bunch of people (including myself) 
almost flipped a car that was block- 
ing my neighbor’s driveway... we 
were all drunk and ready as fuck to 
do it but thankfully my roommate Cy 
stopped us. 

We started planning the fest 
sometime in February while I was 


living in New Zealand, so the bulk of 
the planning was done via Facebook 
Messenger (I was there until the end 
of June). There were so many bas- 
es that had to be covered and it was 
pretty overwhelming to face them all 
in the early stages of planning. While 
both of us have booked plenty of 
shows, we knew that booking a fest 
was going to be a whole new ball- 
park. First we had to mutually decide 
which bands to ask and how much 
we would need to pay each of them, 
and once we had a rough idea of that, 
we had to start planning financially 
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and figure out how the hell we were 
going to raise the money to do this 
thing. We decided the best route was 
to book a series of fundraiser shows. 
There were five fundraiser shows 
which all went well and helped us 
raise almost 2/3 of what we needed 
to cover the expenses of the fest. We 
relied on door sales to cover the rest 
and fortunately we reached our goal 
thanks to everyone who attended. 
Other bases that needed to be covered 
were finding venues that could ac- 
commodate a ton of people, design- 
ing and printing promotional materi- 
als, making a schedule and changing 


it constantly to accommodate all the 
bands, making and enforcing rules 
for each venue, acquiring all the nec- 
essary equipment, and many, many 
other things. Individually, nothing 
was that challenging or stressful to 
plan; the real challenge and stress 
comes from having to juggle so many 
things at once and not forget any- 
thing, especially when those things 
are contingent on other people. The 
nice thing about Mike and I work- 
ing together is that we always pick 
up each other’s slack, which makes 
us a really good team. I should also 
mention that the weekend would not 


have been as great as it was or gone 
as smoothly as it did if it weren’t for 
the help of some awesome friends of 
ours who did door, loaded/hauled/set 
up equipment, made artwork, screen 
printed shirts, printed flyers, helped 
to make sure the shows went smooth- 
ly, promoted the fest, etc. I’d like 
to give a special shout out to Sarah 
Sequoia for designing the amazing 
fest poster. Check out her artwork at 
www.sarahsequoia.com. 

Northern Isolation will be an an- 
nual THING SO STAY TUNED FOR NEXT 

year! 
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Originally this 
column was 
going to be 
dedicated to 
the terrifying 
American 
cultural 
phenomenon 
that is Donald 
Trump. I am 
so far beyond 
the “Isn’t-this- 
ridiculous” 

phase and firmly in the “this-is-no-fucking-joke-we-gotta-do- 
something” phase of acceptance. 

I went to the Trump rally in Chicago, and it was, 
without a doubt, the scariest thing I have ever been a part of. Not 
because I had to go through a TSA checkpoint search before a 
Secret Service one. Not because I was selling “pro-Trump” shirts 
mocked up to look like classic Mussolini propaganda and I was 
afraid I’d get found out. Not because there were thousands of 
people shouting “build a wall” over and over again. 

I was scared shitless because I saw exactly how people can 
lose their humanity and individuality in the whirlwind that is the 
mob. Not just the Trump supporters, but everyone. 

Myself included. 

As we walked into the arena we were immediately 
submerged in the din of the mob and it’s nervous energy. A single 
person’s shout turned into a group of people’s shouts, which 
quickly turned into one being - The Mob. And as The Mob grew 
louder, more and more people gave themselves to it. They went 
running to it. My friends and I edged cautiously closer, but at 
the same time, we too we’re inexplicably drawn to The Mob. 
Not necessarily wanting to join, but to be near it. To see what it 
wanted. What it was descending upon. 

It was then, as I found myself thoughtlessly walking towards 
an angry group of screaming people, that I thought. “Holy shit... 
I’m part of this. I’m no better than any of this. We’re all fucked 
and free will is a joke to the force of nature that is fear.” 

And I nearly threw up. 

But this column isn’t about Donald Trump. 

This column is about Tim Beaty. 

This past Easter Sunday I woke up to my ex-roommate 
screaming and crying on the phone. He was hysterical and could 
barely muster turning to me and saying, “Tim Beaty’s dead. He 
was shot.” 

Most of you reading this have no idea who he was. 

Tim was 41, and a man who cast a long shadow over the 
Carbondale, IL DIY music scene. He had been in countless 
bands and lived at the legendary local punk house, Lost Cross, 
for years. He was an ex-bandmate, ex-coworker, ex-roommate, 
and very close friend of mine. 

He died in his apartment, killed by a stray bullet fired from 
a party next door. We first heard via police and news sources 
that he was lying in bed, and simply got hit. Tim was living next 
door to a frat house when, during a party, someone pulled a gun 
and opened fire inside the house. As the party spilled out into the 
lawn between the houses, the gunmen kept shooting. Ultimately 
one person was shot in the stomach and survived and Tim, asleep 
in his bed, got hit and didn’t. The kind of utter randomness that 
my buddy Garvey likes to refer to as a “cosmic banana peel.” 


But it’s also the kind of thing that everyone kind of hopes 
will be how they leave Punishment Orb Earth: one night you lay 
down, go to sleep, and that’s it. Goodbye. 

A few days later, after everyone had descended into 
Carbondale for Tim’s services, we learned how that original 
narrative and information was completely wrong. 

When the shots were fired two young women ran past Tim’s 
next door apartment. He was outside on his porch and quickly 
pushed them into his apartment. He then had them get on the 
ground and got on top of them, protecting them and reassuring 
them that they were going to be alright. 

And that’s when he got shot. 

The women were originally afraid to come forward. 
They were athletes on scholarship. They thought they might be 
investigated as part of the shooting They’re also young and black, 
Tim was older and white, and Carbondale, IL is in The South. 
They called 911 and left, not really knowing that he had been shot 
as they didn’t see any blood. They thought he was drunk. 

When they saw his face in the paper, and saw the news 
report of him dying in bed as an “uninvolved bystander,” they 
came forward. They wanted Tim’s wife and son to know that he 
died a hero. That he died making sure other people didn’t. 

This column was originally going to be about my fear of 
the loss of the individual. How our media saturated Marshall 
McLuhan externalized mechanical brain world has slowly been 
tempering humanity into mindless throngs. For weeks I was 
scared of groups of people. Not being able to trust them. I was 
suspicious of everyone. Simply saw them as potential appendages 
of The Mob. 

And then my idiot, asshole friend grabs two complete 
strangers and takes a bullet for them. 

Literally. 

The guy who would smoke all my weed. The guy who would 
eat all my food. The guy that charged me $75 a month to sleep 
on a futon in the living room of Lost Cross. The guy that used to 
not share his water with me in the middle of summer when we 
both worked construction. The guy who would insert his own 
goddamn name into songs on the radio while singing along. 

That guy took a bullet for two strangers. 

Two people he never saw before, and would never see again. 

Most of us hope that we’ll die the way Tim’s death was first 
reported. Quick, easy, painless, out of the blue. But we also all 
hope that we would have not only the courage, but the presence 
of mind and heart to die the way Tim actually did die - saving 
someone else’s life. 

The demagogues, the politicians, the cops, the state, the 
invisible string pullers all have us scared. Of them, of each other, 
of ourselves. They both want and need us to be in order to keep 
things going for themselves the way they have been. They want 
us in our houses, at our jobs, on our phones. Interacting, but from 
a cold, impersonal distance. 

They don’t want us to know that inside of us we have what 
it takes to sacrifice for each other. For strangers and friends. For 
no other reason than that it is the right thing to do. 

What he did was unarguably heroic, but it wasn’t special. 

It was the most human thing anyone could possibly ever do. 

Tim Beaty was a perfect human specimen until the day he 

died. 

At 4:20 AM. 

For real. 

The best stories are the ones you just can’t make up. 



without 
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Disclaimer: 
As this column 
goes on and 
creates itself an 
identity, I feel 
it’s important to 
point out that I 
speak only for 
myself and my 
experience. If I 
generalize, it’s 
relating to my own personal observations or behaviors documented 
in professional works as being common. I don’t pretend to speak on 
behalf of any community at large. Autism can present so differently 
from person to person, I want to be clear that my experience is my 
own. If you see something here that you think is a gross error, 
please reach out so I can correct myself. Now, onto column #3. 

When Baxter was first diagnosed with autism, he became the 
first autistic friend to a lot of people we know. Over time, we started 
getting questions from those not familiar with it. They wanted to 
know exactly what parts of his behavior were symptoms of autism. 
Eager as I am to teach others about it, this is a question that I still 
don’t even really know the answers to. But in order to understand 
just what the hell I’m talking about in this column, I’ll do my best 
to describe Baxter’s most autistic traits. 

Autism is a social/communication disorder which means 
that people that have it have difficulty interacting with the world 
around them in ways that are expected. Baxter didn’t start talking 
until he was two and he didn’t really master basic speech until, 
well, now. He can annunciate sounds but has a big challenge 
applying his speech to real life scenarios. He has difficulty with 
abstract concepts. A game that has complicated rules will go over 
his head. Tag, for example, is a game he doesn’t know how to play. 
He doesn’t know how to approach a kid on the playground and say, 
“Hello, my name is Baxter. Do you want to go down the slide with 
me?” or something equally as benign. In addition to socialization 
challenges, people with autism will frequently (but not always) 
have sensory processing dysfunction. To oversimplify it, people 
can be either especially sensitive to their senses or hyposensitive 
to them. Some people have difficulty with noises, some are excited 
by them. Same with motion, touch, taste, and so on. Baxter likes 
to spin really fast, and the bubbles in seltzer stimulate the inside 
of his mouth. He also doesn’t like taking his socks off and certain 
sound frequencies set him off. These sensory challenges can make 
it difficult for people with autism to engage in age-appropriate 
activities. 

After Guardians of the Galaxy came out, I read about an 
autistic boy that went to see it and was super excited that Drax 
the Destoyer didn’t understand metaphors because he didn’t 
either. This is not uncommon in people with autism. This is also 
illustrated in Temple Grandin when Temple visualizes common 
idioms literally. Baxter has this trait as well, that he has difficulty 
understanding abstract concepts. At the doctor’s office recently, 
he was asked to draw a picture of my husband. The doctor wasn’t 
expecting anything beyond an age appropriate circle, two dots for 
eyes and a smiley face. Baxter didn’t even make it that far. The 
doctor said that this was reflective of his inability to interpret 
abstract ideas. 

People with autism tend to have difficulty with subtle 
communications like body language or facial expressions. For 
us, it complicates our ability to teach social nuance. Another 
characteristic is not having any attachment to societal standards. 
Baxter likes what he likes and does what he pleases. While this 
may cause problems in rigid social situations, generally, it’s a really 
neat trait in my opinion. I am confident that he is pursuing interests 
important to him because he likes them, not because anyone else 
expects him to. I am especially filled with pride when my little 


boy reaches for Abby Cadabby (a pink fairy muppet) over Cookie 
Monster at Sesame Place. His love for the character is organic and 
his own, not dictated by fabricated gender roles. 

Recently, we found out that a child in Baxter’s class is in 
a wheelchair. This is a child he’s been talking about at home for 
months with no mention of her differing ability. He also never 
points out the kids that we see at special needs events that use 
walkers or that wear helmets. A friend pointed out to me that 
Baxter is “already there” when it comes to accepting others’ 
differences. He doesn’t see a wheelchair or a helmet as strange or 
out of place. They’re simply extensions of his friends. How can I 
be sure, though, that this will stay with him? The truth is, I can’t be 
sure and I don’t know. 

And what about more subtle differences like gender identity? 
How can we explain a fluid idea like gender to a child that has a 
difficult time grasping abstract concepts? One of my strategies to 
raising a compassionate, kind and accepting human being, is to 
take examples of ignorance and hatred and actively teach against 
these things. I was lucky to grow up with a mother that took every 
opportunity to tell me that I would be accepted for exactly who 
I am. She also took every opportunity to correct me when I said 
something wrong. She taught me not to use hateful language, 
like calling something “gay” when I meant “silly” or “dumb,” for 
example. I hope I can instill the same conscious use of language in 
my son. 

One day, Baxter and I were identifying body parts: fingers, 
nose, teeth, feet etc. I asked Baxter if he had a penis. He said he 
did. Then I asked if I did. He didn’t answer. We’ve never had an 
outright, “boys have a penis, girls have a vagina” talk, so I don’t 
know if that was something anyone else had taught him or if he 
knows he has a penis because we’ve told him so. I told him that I 
don’t have a penis, but made sure to reinforce that other peoples’ 
genitals are none of his business. Another day, I asked him if he 
was a boy. He said yes. I asked him how he knew he was a boy. 
He didn’t have an answer. Sometimes when he doesn’t answer, 
it’s hard to tell if it’s because he doesn’t know or if he has just 
disengaged from the conversation. I explained that he knows he’s 
a boy because he says so and tried to again reinforce that other 
peoples’ genitals are none of his business. 

Is this the right strategy to teach gender identity to him? I have 
no idea, actually. I am hoping that repeating it as part of our regular 
conversation will kind of plant the seed. The way his brain operates 
is by storing previous conversations or dialogue from videos for 
later use. When the appropriate situation comes up, he recalls the 
dialogue and applies it appropriately. When he watches a video of 
kids playing with trains and they say “this is really awesome!” he’ll 
shout “this is really awesome!” when he’s playing with his own 
train. If anyone ever asks him how he knows he’s a boy, I hope his 
response will be, “because I say so.” 

Maybe Baxter is “already there” in terms of the way he views 
people. Maybe his keen interpretation of concrete information 
allows him to see everyone’s differences more acutely. It could be 
that this autistic four-year-old can see what many adults can’t see 
which is that everyone has something about them that makes them 
unique. To him everyone is different and no one is less. 


Hardcore/punk is 
the greatest pure 
rock’n’roll music 
ever created 
by us dumb- 
ass humans. 

Sure it can be 
over the top and 
melodramatic to 
a fault, but damn 
does it capture 





a true spirit of rebellion and raw power better than other music 
forms. Just think for a minute of all the places in the world where 
hardcore/punk is played. . . it’s really mind blowing that it translates 
over so many different cultures of people in the last 40 or so years 
it’s been played. Simple, basic, and in-your face is the best way 
to play it and it rarely changes or gets better than that. And the 
best part, it’s music that catches a moment in time but also feels 
timeless. . . outsider music for those that feel left out. 

Although at times, it does feel like some bands and records 
are forgotten as the decades pass us by. New trends are continually 
being spawned and different genres are created and then rehashed 
to death. So I feel it’s my civic duty to spend these precious moments 
highlighting hardcore/punk records that need to be played and 
played often, especially in the times we live. These records are 
pure, unadulterated rippers that have a politic and aesthetic that is 
the backbone of punk. 

Born Dead Icons - “ Salvation On the Knees ” LP: Partners in 
Crime (2001): One of the best records of the early 2000s - by far. 
Although this band was extremely active throwing out much vinyl 
over their existence, this is the definitive LP for this band. It starts 
with a cracking cancerous vocal that tells you that this is not going 
to be a pretty ride and then pummels you with precision song- 
after-song. Many bands have done their punk spin on Motorhead- 
style hardcore with mixed results, but Born Dead Icons take it 
up another notch entirely. Several songs stick out on this LP, but 
“Great Western Mistake” and “War” fucking slay! Sad but true, 
this is one of the few records where I catch myself reading the 
lyrics that dive into the pain and suffering of capitalism, religion, 
and human greed. Perfect record for these fucked up political times 
in the grand ole’ USA! 

Dicks - “Kill from the Heart ” LP: SST (1983): Obviously the 
Dicks “ Hate the Police ” EP is a goddamn classic right up there 
with the best punk records ever. But I rarely get a sense that this 
LP gets its due... which is insane! It’s sloppy like sex in a public 
bathroom. I mean there is an actual guitar track going out-of-tune 
on several of the songs and somehow it’s fucking amazing! Jams 
like “Rich Daddy” and “Anti-Klan” are scathing lyrically and then 
throw in this angry little gem from Bourgeois Fascist Pig: 

“Every day I see you on the job 

And every day I think you’re a fuckin’ slob 

I’ll get a gun, I got a knife 

You motherfucker, gonna take your life 

You bourgeois Pig 

You fuckin’ Pig “ 

Could a punk ask for anything more? On a side note, I got to 
play on a bill with the Dicks at Chaos in Tejas fest (2006) in Austin, 
TX. To make a long story short, I got a little too drunk’n’rowdy 
during their set and threw my beer towards the stage. The bass 
player got really pissed, pointed for the bouncer to kick me out 
while still playing his Rickenbacker mid-song! I managed to 
escape towards the back of the club. Man, I’m so dumb. . . “I think 
I just fucking fell in love with a gloryhole!” 

9 Shocks Terror - “ Paying Ohmage ” LP: Sound Pollution 
(2001): I can’t remember being more excited than I was for 9 
Shocks second LP to come out. And damn was I taken back when 
this scorcher hit me in the face! Now really, one can’t go wrong 
with any 9 Shocks records and the first LP has some of their best 
anthems... but this record takes your lunch money. It completely 
rages all the way through and doesn’t let you come up for air. The 
hooks on “Hiding In the Bushes” and “Reality Is Flying Through 
the Window” makes me want to hit myself over the head with a 
metal chair. These Clevo maniacs hit their collective stride on 
this nihilistic beast and even dare to cover “Romanticist” by the 
Stalin. . . and they crush it like a Yeti! And to top it all off, the band 
lists every piece of equipment recorded on the record (oldest is a 
‘77 Gibson Flying V), just fucking brilliant hardcore. 


Obviously this is just a pinch of the hundreds (dare I say 
thousands?) of great and under-appreciated hardcore/punk records 
floating through record bins everywhere. But I think it’s necessary 
to re-explore the classics in punk music. And the best part, all 
of these records are pretty attainable. The oldest, “Kill from the 
Heart ” has had numerous bootlegs and a recent reissue in 2012 on 
Alternative Tentacles so you don’t have to be a Bourgeois Pig to 
spin these bad boys! 

Fight me, love me, and contact me at: residuerecords@ 
gmail.com 
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Gyms are fucking 
intimidating 
places and the 
patrons that 
attend them are 
the absolute 
worst. You have 
your gym rats that 
clog up multiple 
machines, while 
appearing to 
follow some meticulous program that is being done in perfect 
fashion for their ultimate goal(s). Not only that, you go on the 
internet and try to find a basic routine to give you some guidance 
or direction, but you’re just bombarded with plethora of “The Only 
Routine You Will Ever Need” jingoism. 

You go and talk to a few friends who are generally savvy 
in the iron hell that you are interested in and ask them, “Hey, 
what should I do?” and they all give you contradicting advice. I 
routinely get asked, “does [blank] workout program really work?” 
Here is the answer, yes. 

Whether it’s some 1970s powerlifting 5x5 program, or a 
periodization 1994 bodybuilding program, or even basic Zumba 
principles you picked up from some general once-a-week YMCA 
class, all programs work. 

The problem isn’t the program, it’s the consistency. 

If you speak with any experienced lifters, runners, or cardio 
junkies, all of them will have a hybrid type of program. Programs 
that they have personally developed over time with experience. 
When I first started going to the gym, I weighed 300 lbs and I had 
absolutely no real experience in the weight room, I just knew I 
needed to go to feel better. I would do the elliptical for 45 minutes 
at a medium pace and then would venture into the weight area 
while doing a pattern of machines. 

When I got more confident, I would slam the elliptical a little 
harder and then do more cables and dumbbells with my machine 
work. I essentially got bored and felt like I could progress by 
myself. I read Arnold Schwarzenegger’s Encyclopedia of Modern 
Bodybuilding and used the tools from there to develop my own 
program. Six years later, I use maybe 20% of the things I learned 
in that book for my own personal training and developed new tools 
to enhance my strength, flexibility, fat loss, and confidence. 

I developed my confidence by following a basic program. 

When I finished a programs cycle, I took what worked best 
for me and incorporated it to my next regime. This is important 
because the better you get at something, the more you’re going to 
want to do it. 

Working in the fitness industry for as long as I have, one thing 
I have realized is that 95% of people are generally doing it wrong. 
Most people fall into a basic routine and do what they know and 
move on. Not only that, they don’t really care about what they’re 
doing because they’re too concerned with not looking stupid. 

Just like anything in life, you have to practice to get better at 
it. 

Skateboarding, a musical instrument, drawing, poetry, 
writing, etc... It doesn’t come over night; so don’t get discouraged 



in what you’re doing, and how you’re doing it. Don’t get intimidated 
by other people. Just keep practicing and working at it, you will get 
better and more confident. 

Working out, or whatever physical route you decide to do, 
is something that you should do for the rest of your life. Almost 
everyone you meet is going to have an opinion about what you 
should, or should not be doing, and with all of the information out 
there it becomes overwhelming and hard to find out where to start. 

Find out what interests you the most, then do a little research 
and follow the program that works best for you. Follow it until you 
feel confident enough to progress. Once you have a good handle on 
what you’re doing, take what you’ve learned from your last routine 
and add it to the new routine you’re doing. Pretty soon, three, six, 
ten months later, you now have a full toolbox of workouts to work 
around. 

Go for it head first and don’t be discouraged. 

You’re going to fail a few times, but once you make it an 
intrinsic motive, your time at the gym will be more of a cathartic 
release as opposed to a daily chore. 

Got any questions, or comments? Email: stevenmkoontz@ 
gmail.com 

Cop Culture 
and the War on 
Drugs 

The culture of 
law enforcement 
must undergo 
constant, vigilant 
and steady 

oversight. Anyone 
in a position 
of authority 
engaging in overzealous or possibly illegal conduct should be 
closely examined and properly dealt with. One need only watch a 
few episodes of “Cops” or view the funeral rites of a police officer 
killed “in the line of duty” to recognize that the vast majority of 
the law enforcement community consider themselves basically 
a separate “brotherhood.” This is somewhat natural, however, 
it is quite unnatural for this same “brotherhood” to consider 
themselves under constant threat or under a state of siege, with 
the public (particularly those of certain races and socio-economic 
backgrounds) as their besiegers. I believe this “us vs. them” 
mentality is the principle explanation for the propensity of many 
in law enforcement (including those who work within the penal 
system such as guards, etc.) to often resort to deadly, or if you’re 
“lucky,” excessive force. 

I’ve always believed, through anecdote and observation, that 
the majority of those who become involved in law enforcement 
(especially on the “beat cop” or street policing level) chose to do 
so because they were reaching (or had just reached) adulthood 
and lacking a true, well-formed identity, found life-affirmation 
and identity amongst the ranks of brotherhood in blue. A similar 
phenomenon can be seen amongst many who enlist in the military. 
This tenuous identity becomes for many their reality, albeit 
distorted. In essence via their vocation in law enforcement, they 
live in a completely different world than the rest of us “citizens.” 
Historically, in their world they can kill with only the slightest 
provocation or sense of threat and receive little if any reprimand. 
I believe that secretly many police respect those officers who 
use excessive or deadly force. After all, believing they’re under 
constant threat, anyone in the ranks who pulls the trigger on an 
“enemy” is committing the ultimate demonstration of loyalty to 
the brotherhood. The psychological idosycracies of those in law 
enforcement are vast, complex, and will never fully be either 
understood or rectified. Just as the concept of justice will never be 
perfected. 


However, this whole terrible situation could be greatly 
alleviated if this nation would simply end (or at minimum, 
radically re-examine) the wicked, unwinnable, and wasteful 
“War On Drugs.” After all, the catch-phrase “War On Drugs” is 
a misnomer and in reality is a war not on drugs, but on people. 
This nation has never dealt properly with the indisputable fact that 
a large percentage of our population make the individual choice 
to alter their consciousness via the ingestion of mind and mood 
altering substances. The desire to alter one’s consciousness is a 
desire that is rooted in the most primitive behaviors of our ancient 
ancestors. However, for various reasons (almost always dubious in 
nature, such as “moral purity” or racial fear) small groups of often 
religious believers have objected to the fundamental concept of 
alteration of consciousness. 

This tendency was best illustrated historically via the 
Temperance movement which throughout the 19th Century and 
during the early decades of the 20th sought via political means to 
outlaw the scourge that in their eyes was alcohol. Their rhetoric of 
“moral collapse,” the “death of the family,” etc., eventually resulted 
in the 18th Amendment and the era of Prohibition (1920-1933) 
which rendered the manufacture, sale, or indulgence in alcoholic 
beverages illegal. However, as we all know, the unintended 
consequences of Prohibition were enormous and thrust our nation 
into an era of crime and corruption the nation had never yet 
witnessed. Many simply ignored the law and a previously regulated 
product became the catalyst for a new and violent black market 
that was never even close to thwarted until the 21st Amendment, 
which saw the repeal of the Volstead Act, thus ending this near 
catastrophic social experiment in controlling the mind altering 
substance that is alcohol, and put an end to the vast majority of 
alcohol-related black market activity and the peripheral crime 
associated with it. 

Now, just as crime rates (involving nearly all crimes 
associated with the manufacture, distribution, sale, etc., of alcohol) 
plunged following the repeal of Prohibition in 1933, this scenario 
would be almost totally replicated if all currently illegal drugs (yes, 
all, from marijuana to heroin) were decriminalized, regulated, and 
sold as a controlled group of commodities. The sheer amount of 
crime directly attributable to the conditions caused by the “War 
On Drugs” is staggering! The first step is to end Federal and state 
prohibitions on possessing, ingesting, and in some cases privately 
selling, particularly Schedule 1 and 2 substances. The second 
step is to allow the FDA to regulate the quality, purity, strength 
(dosage), of these substances and adequately provide stringent 
warning labels and ingestion directions, etc. This process would 
be very little (if any) different than the labeling of a drug such as 
Tylenol. Certainly the pharmaceutical industry would not object to 
a new and massive stream of revenue which would result from the 
regulated manufacture of these previously illegal substances. This 
regulation and safe manufacture of drugs (particularly LSD, MDA, 
MDMA, but also heroin and methamphetamine would prevent 
many of the deaths that we read about nearly daily when a person 
dies due to street heroin containing fentanyl, for example. Third, 
market forces such as advertising, etc., shall be strictly controlled 
and age limits imposed upon those wishing to purchase certain 
substances. These limits can be imposed either federally, or on a 
state by state basis. 

While this is admittedly simply a rough outline of post- 
drug Prohibition world it is worth pondering. However if those in 
Washington D.C. who truly wish to achieve reforms within our 
justice system are to solve this current disaster known as the “War 
On Drugs” they must recognize one indisputable fact: legally or 
illegally, people will use drugs. Not all individuals, but enough 
to allow for the existence of an underworld of crime, stagnant 
communities, ancillary crime, continued mass incarceration, 
ignorance, and death. 

I firmly believe that the real threats posed to police by armed 
drug dealers, gangs, etc., as well as crimes involving theft (which 
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are too often tied to murder, assault, robbery/burglary, etc.) and 
medical emergencies (such as overdoses due to unknown strength, 
purity, and content of the drug a patient has purchased off the 
street) involving all drugs would decrease rapidly if we as a nation 
would end the farce that is the “War On Drugs.” And for those 
who argue that total drug legalization will lead to complete societal 
breakdown and the creation of a nation of junkies, speed freaks, and 
space cadets, I say look back to history. There is a steady symbiosis 
between humans and mind-altering substances such as opium, 
cannabis (THC) and a vast array of psychedelics, coca and other 
plant derived stimulants, and nitrous oxide (which was all the rage 
amongst many of our nation’s “Founding Fathers” and their wives, 
who participated in rather wild gatherings based around the use 
of nitrous oxide and, of course, the drinking of the most common 
drug, alcohol) were used for, in some cases, thousands of years 
before Harry Anslinger, Richard Nixon, and Nancy Reagan came 
on the political scene and determined that these substances must be 
treated as poison, as a threat to society, virtue, and morality. 

Yet, despite the historical/anthropological evidence of 
humanities propensity to alter consciousness, the human species 
still exists... albeit with infinitely greater amounts of crime due 
to the denial of the right to alter one’s consciousness made by a 
select few who believe they are the arbiters of morality and were 
able to worm their way into positions of power, and by using junk 
science, racial fear, and moral preaching, managed to one by one 
criminalize a vast pharmacopeia of often extremely different 
substances. Substances in many cases are a part of our shared 
collective historical memory as human beings, and as many 
anthropologists suggest, have been since the earliest days of the 
human species. 

Let’s truly “Stop The Madness” and quit building prisons 
to fill with non-violent drug law offenders (who are usually just 
normal, good people, engaging in a behavior their ancestors 
also engaged in) who are then released so deformed by the penal 
experience that their chance of functioning in society is forever put 
in question, resulting in far too many cases of desperate recidivism 
and more crime. Sadly, I fear the drug war will never fully end. 
Certain drugs (particularly psychedelics such as LSD, psilocybin, 
mescaline, DMT) loosen the credulity of individuals, causing them 
to rightly question the society they live in and most importantly, 
those who lead it and have the power to set us free, but fear that 
in doing so they will undermine their own political or social roles, 
as man evolves one step closer towards true liberty and individual 
autonomy. 

Just as human beings find it nearly impossible not to recognize 
patterns (which is the root of our desire to learn) we also seek 
transcendence. Mind-altering substances are certainly not the only 
route to transcendence, however they are one of the oldest potential 
routes. The reality that there will always be drunks and junkies 
is an issue of mental health and a fact that society must deal with 
regardless of the legal status of drugs. So let’s end this farce, allow 
the reduction of crime which will result in the closing of unneeded 
prisons, keep police forces as small, transparent, and trustworthy 
as possible, and finally let’s take that great leap into the unknown 
and trust that even if as a species we follow the wrong route, nature 
will ultimately determine the intended course. 


One of the hardest 
things about being 
solely invested in 
this community 
of “snakes and 
lizards and other 
things that go 
bump in the 
night” is how easy 
it is to become 


disillusioned with the apathy, the seclusion, and lack of discourse 
within the community along with utter contempt and derision from 
the outside world. While the framework of the communally forlorn 
will undoubtedly evolve with age, so will the new generations of 
bereaved souls to carry on the agony. Or will they? 

The semblance of monotony precludes societal pressure as 
time expedites need; one by one we turn away from this underworld 
to build our individual lives. It is mostly without consideration or 
even a sense of betrayal to our peers that we seek to leave behind 
our center calling for the greater good. This seems implausible by 
any stretch of the imagination when you’re drenched in sweat, arm 
in arm at a show or on the dance floor and the world is exuberant, 
obdurate and still as if there couldn’t possibly be anything else 
to live for. This camaraderie is as untouchable as the spirit of 
youth. As the need for assimilation begins to coincide with self- 
perpetuation, what was once necessary to identity fades into 
memory. Even peripherally the signs are increasingly evident as 
the cracks sift us through with the utmost subtlety. The conniving 
work of time and circumstance are bound to wear away at our 
ideals as our biological compass weakens our resolve to remain 
free. Thus, the shrewd scent of popular culture is always looming 
over us as the director of our discontent; waiting in its constant 
central role as we wander astray. 

I remember when I would conduct my own personal goth 
ceremony every single night without fail. First, I would have to put 
together the outfit. It couldn’t be like any other outfit I had worn in 
the past year. I would carefully lay out the fishnets and cheap velvet 
and mesh to see what kind of layering I could do to create another 
look. I would then get to the makeup and I would load up on the 
palest colour (often times far too pale for my olive skin) and create 
filigree around my eyes with liner and eyeshadow. For me, it didn’t 
matter if I was just going out for coffee or a drink; I had to do this 
every night. It was necessary to my presentation and in other ways 
to my sense of social responsibility. When I think about it, the joy 
I find in performing this ritual is still rewarding and comforting 
but some steps happen less often and over the years, I’ve learned 
a shortcut or two. This continues to be my ceremonial dress, my 
center from which I relate to the world at large. How do I grow 
out of it when it is a part of my being, my heart, and the vitality of 
my spirit? My sense of betrayal toward those who move on to join 
the masses is profoundly misunderstood. This sense is mocked as 
adolescent and irresponsible. This sense is seen with rolled eyes 
and inquiries into my economic or psychological well-being. For 
what does it mean to be a part of these communities of outcasts 
if the greater whole will only come to assimilate for the sake of 
family or societal acceptance and then renounce their tribe? 

It could be said that vanity is inherent in a scene where the 
decadence and morbidity of beauty, music, and culture are valued 
most. It makes sense then, how so many people seem to fade into 
and out of the goth community as if it were a place in time for them 
in adolescence and exploration. But does it make sense? It would 
be if it were just a way to dress or socialize for a period in which 
this form of expression suited one’s own social norms. It isn’t like 
that anymore. Current youth culture is a confusing playground 
of dine’n’dash fashion trends and has gone to great lengths to not 
only disrupt the “antisocial order” as we know it, but the internet 
has eviscerated the way in which popular culture has increasingly 
accepted goth, industrial, punk and any outsider community. This 
isn’t to mean that the acceptance is genuine. It is as superfluous 
as a hashtag and yet just as relevant. To say that this has become 
exploitative in some sense doesn’t necessarily bring justice to the 
notion that this has taken a toll on its community in tow. These 
days, you can walk down the street in a busy shopping district and 
see dads with mohawks and groups of girls in the latest punk line 
from H&M. Combats boots are just as normal as Uggs and now 
come in every shade and pattern imaginable. Doc Martens aren’t 
even made in England anymore! Everyone can be goth or punk for 
a night on the town. Walk into Exit any night of the week and you’ll 




see the jocks who made fun of you in high school and probably the 
odd Chicago cop or two. 

It used to be so much easier. I would be walking down the 
street and see someone dressed all in black and I’d be excited or 
curious about this person who was probably a part of my scene. 
Nowadays I could see a blonde in Victorian dress and wonder, 
“Is she a white goth or a sorority girl in vintage couture?” Either 
way, it’s more than worth it to endure the vicissitudes of popular 
culture. While they grow up, so we will remain here in our 
haunts of silent grey. They say it’s a phase. They say you should 
have grown out of it by now. They are condescending in their 
reprimand. They make up a world of cliques, consumption and 
greed. We cannot and we must not join the pecking order. We 
are the outcasts, the misfits and the fallen. We are those who find 
comfort in our finite oddities, delight in the exquisite depths of 
our existential crises; our solace is in the darker side of life. 


As I stepped off 
the train and 
walked up the 
escalator, a man 
was pissing on 
the sidewalk in 
front of the taxi 
cabs that were 
parked on Center 
Street. His small, 
flaccid wiener 
was out in broad 
daylight and I instantly looked away. Having to see his wrinkled 
dick made me shiver and I felt like my body had just been dunked 
in a vat of ice water. In the background, accordion music was 
being played by a busker wearing a Tibetan sweater and I had 
to laugh. “Welcome to Berkeley,” I thought to myself. I had an 
hour to kill before my work shift and I hadn’t eaten breakfast yet, 
so I went to Au Coquelet to eat and write, since my noon to five 
workday takes up all of the good writing hours. There are only 
two cashiers who work in this cafe and one of them hates me. I’m 
always greeted with a scowl or indifference by this man, and I 
wonder if I was ever rude to him. The other cashier is sweet and I 
always give him a tip, but my friend wasn’t there today. I ordered 
a coffee and a cup of fruit and had to wait one whole minute to pay 
while my enemy pretended to ignore me. I sat down at my usual 
spot and pulled out the zine I had been reading on the train. 

Right now I’m reading (for the third time) Cometbus #51, 
The Loneliness of the Electric Menorah. It’s my favorite out 
of all of them, and I’m currently making my next zine about 
Berkeley, so this is an important resource for me. The Loneliness 
of the Electric Menorah tells the story of the rivalry between 
the booksellers of Telegraph Avenue in the ‘60s and provides a 
rich history of the Avenue during a time where people reminisce 
about better days on this iconic street. I’m interested in the face 
lift Berkeley is receiving right now because I never thought this 
town would change, or maybe I just don’t want to accept it. San 
Francisco is over, Oakland is slipping, and now it’s Berkeley’s 
turn to get remodeled and it makes me sad. Of course, I might be 
part of the problem. I work at a start-up in downtown Berkeley, 
and I’m not really ashamed to say that. I’m not like the techies I 
work with, and this is apparent since I feel like an outcast, but I 
play by their rules because I’m only there to take their money. 
I’ve worked too many service jobs to be treated like garbage by 
sad people and sad bosses who hate their lives because they’re 
working retail, so here I am inside this office. My job is actually 
easy, and I get to write and transcribe reviews for customers of 


plumbing companies and home design stores over the phone, a 
skill I learned from making punk zines. It’s fun to twist people’s 
words and use my brain to write a review while getting paid for 
it. One thing I’ve learned about techies is that they’re the laziest 
people on the planet, probably because they’re millennials and 
have to sit on their asses all day to program software and fix bugs 
on other people’s computers. Their brains are on auto pilot and 
they do the least amount of work and somehow make the most 
amount of money, so this is my job and it’s not terrible, but it does 
eat up five hours of my time, five days a week. This is a stark 
contrast to being on unemployment for six months, where I was 
bored out of my skull and living in a terrible shithole while in a 
terrible relationship. I’ve since escaped both of these things, and 
it’s been a huge relief to be free from the things that were holding 
me back, but now I have another thing stuck in the way of creative 
freedom and that’s my job. It’s only a matter of time before I quit 
that and get displaced from the Bay Area. I haven’t mentioned that 
I’m couch surfing and can’t find a single room that I can afford or 
have a room of my own that’s in my price range, but I’m holding 
on as hard as I can because I still want to be here. 

It’s sad to be in Berkeley and witness an old restaurant or 
long standing business close down every other week. Right next 
to my office building they’re doing construction to build a multi- 
million dollar parking lot. This parking lot is located next to a 
small rose garden and it makes me sad for the roses. It’s a great 
metaphor for what’s happening to our planet, how we continue 
to kill and destroy it just to make room for our own selfish 
commerce. Why do we need to dig up the Earth and spend millions 
on a parking lot when there’s a homeless shelter right around the 
corner filled with people who don’t even have homes? I recently 
got a “smart” phone because I wanted to change my number so 
my ex would never contact me again - but this phone is literally 
driving me crazy. It’s a crutch, a pacifier, and it’s making things 
too convenient for all of us and I feel this is the reason why all of 
these businesses are being built. We literally look like jackasses 
when we’re out in public because we can’t not be connected to 
our phones and this fake world that the government has set up 
to monitor and control us. What does this do to our relationships 
with each other and ourselves? Are we really bonding over the 
‘net or are we separating ourselves from real experiences and real 
life? It also feels more competitive when I’m looking at this phone 
and seeing my peers post about the online articles they wrote 
and self-promoting all of their projects so people can buy them. 
Sometimes it feels like if you’re not on the internet, you don’t exist 
as a human being - and that is dangerous. I feel the effects it has 
on me and I’m not sure how to escape it, but I’ll need to do it soon 
before I go insane. 

The other day I was on my fifteen minute break next to a 
newly remodeled cafe. I was enjoying the sunshine until a smell 
came out from behind the bushes, it was putrid and I had smelled 
it before, somewhere in a past life. There were people sitting 
on the cafe patio enjoying their lunches and this smell was just 
floating in the air while these people ate salads and expensive 
sandwiches, the smell didn’t belong next to these nice people and 
nice patio. Was it the smell of garbage? No. Was it the smell of 
piss? Nope. It was the smell of a dead rat, and while I can’t say 
I enjoyed the smell, it brought a small grin to my face. It was an 
interference and nature’s way of telling us that we can try to build 
shiny boxes until there’s nothing green left on this earth, but that 
doesn’t mean the waste and shit will just disappear on its own. 
It will rise up when we least expect it, and it will remind us that 
we’re not immortal and our time is coming soon. Like the dead 
rat, we’re all just worm food. 



When the going 
gets rough, peo- 
ple turn towards 
the sky. Our an- 
cestors’ lives 
cycled between 
terrestrial hard- 
ship, and celestial 
hope; where Na- 
ture’s heart beat 
in fickle foments 
of productivity 
and dearth, the constellations offered traceable, predictable signs 
of regularity and permanence. None took the sky’s doings lightly, 
but also in the firmament was an endless unknowing: What lies 
within the scope of modern instruments is but a small sliver of the 
boundlessness of space, and that very boundlessness demonstrates 
that inhabited worlds beyond ours exist, as Drake’s Equation postu- 
lates, but proximities make truth a relative concept. In comparative 
aspects, life from other star systems was moot query to our earth- 
bound predecessors. They looked up in starlight and wondered and 
discerned, gazes falling on things they often couldn’t understand. 
Such wonders were works of gods, or the very gods themselves. 
Yet somewhere along the line veils were broken, and things that had 
been gods turned into beings, like us. 

The Zeitgeists of belief will wax and wane, over their time, 
like the moon. In the 19 th century, philosophies of reason were 
making headway into superstition. Smallish pagan gods were 
shrinking and ancient fairy folk driven deeper beneath the ground. 
By the time of The Great Moon Hoax of 1835, when a New York 
newspaper claimed discovery of bat-people dwelling on the surface 
of the moon, the general public was astounded, but not surprised. 
Sure, notions of life and the plurality of worlds were extant long 
before the modern era, from Babylon to the Pythagoreans of 
Greece. But as Aristotle reconciled Plato’s Theory of Forms, 
insisting nature’s immutability and a geocentric universe, ideas 
of a cosmos teeming with earths became anathema; the early 
Church adopted Aristotelian metaphysics, and the Earth stood 
central, and ourselves alone, for centuries. But with Copernicus 
and Galileo came a loosening of the old tethers, and by the 16 th 
century something akin to a multiverse was gaining sway in the 
general consciousness. 

The 20th century is the age of the atom, the age of space and 
undoing. With developments in technology came new and greater 
fears: Flying saucers appeared menacingly over industrialized 
cities; foo fighters taunted jets like toys during WWII; ordinary 
people claimed visitations, abductions, communication, and 
contact. Works of science fiction, in literature and film, kept 
pace with emerging folklore in outpourings of popular reference 
material. The “alien” became a figment of celebrity, grotesque 
and green with antennae sprouting outlandishly from bulbous 
foreheads, other times bug-eyed, lean, and insensitively gray. They 
were threatening, priming us for extermination, studying us in 
order to cultivate us like cattle or sheep. Just as often they appeared 
benevolent, as entities from the stars, arriving compassionately to 
warn us of our own wanton excess - that the universe was watching, 
and that we, like children, were fouling it up. 

By the time I was a teenager attending high school in the 
1990s, the belief in alien beings was a universal phenomenon. It 
was something you thought about, pondered over at parties, in 
hallways between classes. I saw my own UFO around 1997 or ‘98, 
on Route 20 driving eastward from Rockford, Illinois. I was riding 
shotgun with a friend, she saw it first: An odd, balled-up light, 
flitting crossways against the blackish night sky. The following 
evening local stations ran stories about the sightings; dozens of 
people witnessed what we did that night. We weren’t alone. 

I never considered myself a UFO fanatic, but the culture 
surrounding them was intriguing. My friends and I sat in parked 


cars on weekends, chain-smoking, getting high - listening to 
Art Bell and Coast To Coast , embracing paranoia and hiding 
our heads. It was a thrill getting worked up over it all, and vast 
alien conspiracies made some sense out of senselessness, of inept 
governments and their insane laws, unjust warmongering, and 
oppressive dictates. Belief wasn’t difficult beyond any stretch of 
the imagination, and besides, you could almost feel something 
bigger than us, looming overhead, peering from black depths and 
swirling starlight. We knew we were small. 

As kids we grew up surrounded by pantheons of otherworldly 
beings: E.T . , Aliens , Predator , Close Encounters of the Third 
Kind. Transformers came from a distant world, called Cybertron. 
Recurring television commercials for Time Life Book’s Mysteries 
of The Unknown lent weight to increasingly mystical and spooky 
perspectives; even grade school libraries stocked handfuls of 
books on UFOs and paranormal phenomena, providing dog- 
eared credibility to impressionable young minds. Maturing 
into adolescence only meant the maturation of ideas, and the 
complexities of conspiratorial conception took on cultish overtones 
of devotion. 

The Truth is Out There. 

Something about those words carried urgency and import. 
That phrase, in fact, should be considered one of the phrases of 
the 1990s, such cachet and reiteration did it enjoy throughout the 
decade. In an era abounding with Unsolved Mysteries , invasion 
blockbusters, and alien autopsies, the X-Files stands as a defining 
epic of the age, lasting ten seasons, watched in millions of homes, 
pervading countless young minds. Those young minds, of course, 
were the show’s largest demographic; teenagers, like me (I actually 
became a teenager in 1993, the year the show piloted), like my 
friends, like the older kids and young adults we looked up to. But 
nothing emanates from a vacuum. Indications of the coming storm 
abounded, if you knew where to look. 

Alien Workshop Skateboards was founded in 1990 by Chris 
Carter, Mike Hill, and Neil Blender, somehow appropriately in 
the Midwestern city of Dayton, Ohio. During my middle school 
years, Alien Workshop was the cool thing in skateboarding, and 
eager kids scrambled to don the clothes and ride their decks. An 
elitist bunch, fickle skaters soon found the Workshop logo passe 
as the company’s variants appeared increasingly prevalent: Hip 
“alternative” mallrats bought up the bold designs with cute little 
aliens at shopping boutiques like Gadzooks, the brand quickly 
outgrowing its nascent origins in skate shops. 

Not least of those embracing the “alien” look were the 
ravers. Then a flourishing subculture, now largely extinct, ravers 
arose blurry-eyed from beginnings in the techno and acid house 
of London’s late-‘80s club and warehouse scenes. Transmitted 
stateside through Chicago house and Detroit party cultures, raves 
began to spring up everywhere around the Midwest. Gossip about 
“raves” was rife in every high school; entrepreneurial party throwers 
took over warehouses and barns, promoting events clandestinely 
and in code. Drug use was central to the scene, psychedelics and 
ecstasy predominantly so. Seeing trails and dancing erratically to 
electronic beats, my friends and I called them “disco hippies” - but 
far from being tied to the wonderments of mother earth, ravers 
yearned for an astral projection. Aliens appeared aesthetically on 
gel tabs and acid sheets, adorning glass pipes and bongs. Rave 
parties seemed to herald some impending salvation: The aliens were 
coming, to beam believers into paradise - or to teach us, to light the 
next promethean spark inside our skulls, to save us from ourselves. 
Rave at last imploded as a subculture too bent on debauch, but its 
vague spiritual aspects should not be overlooked. In the face of 
looming uncertainty, Y2K, a new millennium, and the increasing 
enrapture by technological advancement and globalization, ravers 
subconsciously embraced the unknowing; diluting their fears with 
mind altering substances and trans -hypnotic beats, they eased 



themselves thru a confusing present tense, and they fell, however 
recklessly, into the next. 

What Does It All Mean, Scully? 

Nostalgia sells. With the recent, albeit limited, reboot of 
the X-files series, millions have tuned in to reclaim small bits of 
something or other. I’ve tuned in half-heartedly, being for the most 
part underwhelmed: It’s been a strange sense of going backwards, 
but with smart phones, the writing poor, disconnected, and 
lackluster. And then there was Episode 3. 

<SPOILER ALERT!> 

As an aging Mulder’s teamed up with Scully for what might 
be their final few adventures, he’s fraught with sensations of doubt: 
That the better part of his life’s been relegated to basements isn’t 
the half of it; what if it’s all been a waste, he wonders, or worse, 
an utter lie, fed to him cynically in order to lead the masses into 
ignorance? On the verge of throwing it all in, Scully hands him 
the file to a developing case - “It’s got a monster in it,” she teases. 
Arriving in the Oregon woods (home of Sasquatch!) they’re met by 
some senescent huffers (aged members of a previous generation’s 
drug culture, perhaps) who’ve witnessed something terrifying out 
there in the woods: A monster, running loose, and a body, its throat 
torn wide open. 

One thing leads to another, with Scully and Mulder bumping 
into a whole cast of monomythic characters along the way. The 
monster - or “were-beast,” as the episode’s title asserts - turns 
out to be an anthropomorphic horned lizard capable of shooting 
blood from its eyeballs. Freudian symbolisms aside (and yes, real 
horned lizards really do squirt blood from their tear ducts when 
threatened), our monster’s satisfactorily redolent of David Icke’s 
reptilian universe (conspiratorial nut jobs take note). But as the 
were-beast explains to Mulder - in a cemetery, over bottles of booze 
- it’s turning human that’s terrifying. Happy as a clam (or rather 
reptile) in the woods, it wasn’t until he began metamorphosing 
into a were-human that his life became complicated. That’s when 
he became overwhelmed by such irrational nonsenses as donning 
clothes (effectively resembling one Carl Kolchak, of the paranormal 
Chicago-based cult series, Kolchak: The Night Stalker ), working 
a day job (hawking cell phones), taking on a human name (Guy 
Mann), and having sexual fantasies about Scully (sexually- 
frustrated basement- dwelling fanboys, take note). He even adopts a 
dog, to cope with his new loneliness - naming him “Dagoo” (Moby 
Dick fans, uh, take note) - but the toil of being human weighs on 
him and he begs Agent Mulder to put him out of his misery. 

In the end, the real monster doing the killing ends up being 
human, as the true monsters so often are (in this case, the animal 
catcher). The entire episode’s an existential romp, calling into 
question our very beings and the things we take for granted - 
fashions, jobs, love, and dreams. The episode is cast with Odyssean 
archetypes, playing on this experiential theme: The voyeur who 
feeds off other peoples’ lives through the jackalope, a chimera; the 
transgender woman who’s transcended such quandaries of gender 
and self. But most of all we have our “monster,” grotesque and 
unyielding yet naive and pure; akin to innumerable creatures with 
whom we share this very planet - and who are veritable aliens 
within our midst. 

The truth is really out there, and it lives simply and 
unquestioningly, out there in the woods and beneath bright stars, 
passionately existing and surviving because it’s alive. I’ve long held 
a notion, expounded upon unto half-held attention spans, that the 
story of humanity ’s fall in the biblical Eden is a striking allegory for 
the loss of something incredibly dear. For humanity’s curse is our 
own awareness, and once that sentience-bearing fruit was tasted 
and knowledge was accrued, we’ve ever since lived in fear of our 
own lives, knowing they’re doomed to end; and we live in fear of 
each other, inordinately, knowing as we do the very penchants for 
greed, selfishness, and desire that lay within our hearts. That’s how 
we humans lost our immortality, as the story relates, and it’s true 


- the innocents in nature avoid death as instinct, as they do pain, 
but as an abstract notion they’re removed, unaware - innocent 
and immortal. I understand the solace Guy Mann’s character 
gained, upon becoming human, by way of adopting a dog. 
Sometimes I stare into my own dog’s eyes, and I’m envious of how 
simply he lives, how entirely he loves. To his mind he’s always 
been, he’ll always be, and death is not his to worry over. His truth 
is here, in a nutshell. For us humans it’s all a little too late for that 

- maybe that’s why we’re always looking toward the stars. 

(Send me love, arguments, hate and lies to: keelan@ 
keelanmcmorrow.com. I also make art. Check out what Em doing 
at keelanmcmorrow.com. And yeah, both Alien Workshop and 
X-Files were created by guys named Chris Carter. Cue spooky 
theme music...) 


This is a weird 
and wonderful 
time to be alive. 
At no other point 
in our history 
have we been 
able to connect 
to anyone across 
the entire world 
in an instant. 
Never have we 
had the immediate 
availability of information as a tool to educate ourselves on any 
subject of our choosing at any time anywhere. Never before have 
we been visiting other worlds in our solar system and learning about 
them, with almost daily breakthroughs, in an understanding of new 
and old science. 

Humankind is rapidly approaching a new age of technological 
progress. 

At the same time the Earth has never been closer to collapse. 

In February the average global temperature smashed the 
record high, which was previously broken in January. What was 
significant was that February exceeded the long-term average by 
1.35C - 17% more than January exceeded in its long-term average. 
Pretty dry stuff until you realize it’s not coming to a stop any time 
soon - and millions, if not billions, will eventually have to relocate 
and fight each other and make war over a disappearing stack of 
resources. 

Capitalism will kill the planet and all of us. 

None of us like this corrupt system, and none of us want it. 
And if nothing is done to address it, leading climate scientists 
estimate we will hit a critical temperature increase of 2C above 
pre-industrial levels by the end of this century. 

Two degrees Celsius may not sound like much; it’s a bit shy 
of four degrees Fahrenheit after all. But what that will mean for the 
world is that any coastal city not higher than 20 feet above sea level 
will be underwater. That includes large portions of major cities like 
New York and pretty much all of Southern Florida. 

Bummer, dude. 

There was a time where this news would have made me shut 
down and stop thinking about it, or avoid the news entirely. But we 
don’t have to accept that this is what we’ve been dealt. All the polls 
you’ve read and all the data you can comb over can’t adequately 
predict the role of millennials. A lot of us had the fortune to 
grow up with the internet, which has given us more than just a 
trove of cat pics and sexy videos to consume; it has made speech, 
expression, and education impossible to control. And that access 
to information has led many of our generation to independently 
investigate what’s going on in the world from the comfort of our 
living rooms, or the bus stop, or while not paying attention to the 
bands we came to see. 

It’s probably why 84% of voters under 30 picked Sanders in 
Iowa, because when you see what socialism can look like, even 
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when it’s watered-down, you start thinking, “Holy shit... that 
would actually work.” I’ve been talking to people about socialism 
for seven years and my starting point with people was most often 
explaining how actual socialism isn’t at all like Soviet Russia. 
People often didn’t care that an autocratic regime with a planned 
economy isn’t socialist at all, but who am I to argue with a U.S. 
high- school history textbook circa 1999? 

What has changed since Sanders made his announcement a 
year ago is that now I’m spending the majority of my time talking 
to his supporters, who are honestly interested in learning about 
socialism - and how it differs from what he’s offering on the 
Democratic platform. 

I talked to a bunch of them on caucus night here - 100, easily. 

Everybody is looking for a socialist alternative to what we’re 
stuck with. Everyone wants a party of the 99 percent. And I think 
this generation is going to make it happen. 

But folks like Sanders need us in the streets whether they win 
or lose, because together we need to create and foster the kind of 
political climate in which more politicians like him can run. This 
means getting into the streets and fucking up traffic for a morning 
commute. This means marching through neighborhoods for living 
wages and better working conditions, marching for civil rights and 
making headlines downtown, in front of a police fundraiser or 
their union headquarters. 

It means becoming a part of the political process, and I know 
for a lot of us we have abandoned it. We didn’t toss it away out of 
apathy. We are disaffected, we are indignant, and we are right to 
be so. But I don’t believe in not having hope in the future, because 
I see the future reflected in the eyes of those around me out in the 
streets and in meetings at leftist bookstores. I see a desire for a 
tomorrow that includes everyone and works for everyone, united 
in purpose. A world where people won’t suffer because of the 
circumstances they were born into. 

However, to get there we have to stop being the society of 
opportunists that capitalism has made us into. We need to stop 
thinking profits matter. We need to start thinking the Earth 
matters, that people matter, that art matters, that science matters. 
In turning that political will into action we will achieve real and 
full democratic control, both political and economic. We will 
fix the climate. We will save the planet. We will unite and share 
all resources for the common weal, and we will build Starfleet 
Academy if we fucking want to. 

We millennials will not go down as a coddled, over- sensitive, 
child generation, but a generation that picked up the pieces of our 
forebears and built the god- damned future, because no one else 
was willing to do it. 


No Easy 
Answers. 


Ringen, is the reason I became an educator, and I’ve had the pleasure 
of telling her that. For years, I’ve thought she was just so amazing 
that I wanted to be her. I mean, that’s the easy way to say it, right? 
I saw someone I wanted to be, and I took aim. Her influence on my 
life is both important and immediate, and it can’t be overstated, 
yet the picture remains incomplete if I don’t dig deeper. Why did I 
connect with her so immediately, so instinctively? To answer that, 
I need to begin further back, in elementary school. 

Everyone has a story like this: your parents, in my case 
“parent,” dress you like an idiot, or they give you the worst home 
haircut, you kick and scream, but eventually you’re heard and the 
humiliation stops. But the humiliation didn’t stop. I spent a few 
years in those clothes, with that haircut. I was the odd one out. I 
read books at recess. I was friends with more girls than boys. I was 
the only boy in our class never asked to play football. The pick-up 
games ran for years on the playground. Everyone, even the geekier, 
coke-bottle-lensed kids, the kids who smelled like gym shorts, the 
kids other kids called “Shit- Stain” got to play; I was ignored. At the 
time I liked it. I mean, I think I did, but I must’ve wanted attention 
because in fifth grade everything changed. 

Stephan came to town out of nowhere, and brought a healthy 
dose of defiance to Sunnyside School’s fifth-grade class. We 
became friends and I became a jerk. We did it all. We made fart- 
sounds during lectures, threw pencils into the drop ceiling, cursed 
nonstop, and picked fights. I remember leaving the school once, 
hopping a fence into the nearby zoo, and wandering around pissed 
off and frustrated. I didn’t know what I wanted. I wanted teachers 
to stop telling me what to do. I wanted my own voice. I wanted to be 
left alone, but I wanted attention. Stephan and a few other bad kids 
I met acted as a trigger for a long-dormant desire for independence. 
That summer I discovered drugs and alcohol and bike-theft and 
much-older criminals to emulate. A friend’s dad took us to Town & 
Country shopping center to help him shoplift. I didn’t come home 
some nights. I went to the Skatium high and laughed at the roller- 
rink kids who didn’t know anything but shaved-ice and cartoons. 

Minot, ND has district lines. My house was in the borderlands, 
and my mom enrolled me at Ramstad, a middle school near our 
home for sixth-grade. Everyone else from Sunnyside went to Jim 
Hill. I was blindsided by it, and for about a week, I was probably 
upset. I don’t remember caring that much, and in retrospect, even 
then I must have understood that this meant a complete rebirth. I 
could reinvent myself any way I chose. I wasn’t about to let go of 
my newfound bad-boy image, so the reinvention wouldn’t be that 
difficult. I would just leave the baby behind. I didn’t need to tell 
my new classmates that I had a mullet for years; I just needed to let 
it grow. I didn’t need to tell them that I was busy reading Sesame 
Street while everyone else played two-hand touch. I just told them 
that I was busy telling everyone, “Fuck off!” 

My elementary school teachers had good hearts, but I think 
they were just waiting for sixth grade’s sweet deliverance. They 
wanted me out of their school. Both middle schools, Ramstad and 
Jim Hill, had tracking and counselors equipped to deal with early- 
bloomed discipline problems. It was at Ramstad that I feel like I 
experienced dedication and compassionate-action for the first time 
from school authority. This came in a variety of forms. There was 
the childless aide who took a shine to me and invited me to eat at 
her home and meet her husband. She eventually took me to a barber 
at Arrowhead shopping center; he chopped my long hair off and I 
cried. She said it was for my own good. I doubt it, but she meant well. 
There was the principal who picked me up walking in the frigid 
cold and gave me a Toronto Maple Leafs jacket to keep. Sometimes 
the teachers made breakthroughs, but nothing straightened me out. 

I met a lot of kids like me at Ramstad. Eventually, I met 
an entire portable classroom full of defiant, disturbed derelict 
children. I met other kids who hated the system. I met eighth 
graders with tattoos. I met with an IEP-panel. I met with diagnoses: 
ADD, ADHD, ODD, and a bagful of pills. My mom was interesting 
because she hated the system too, but she loved her system and 



Mushrooms were 
on sale last week: 
three 8oz packag- 
es for five dollars; 
I found myself in 
the aisle wonder- 
ing what to do, 
what I could cre- 
ate. I was follow- 
ing a pattern picked up since flirting with adulthood - a pattern bom 
of availability, small-scale, homebound adventure, and, admittedly, 
some frugality. Stirring away, two nights later, as smells drifted into 
the air mixing with the sounds of Blue Note’s Ultimate Jazz Collec- 
tion, I set the wooden spoon down from time to time to jot a word 
or phrase, brainstorming for this piece, wondering why I do what I 
do - wondering why I teach. 

In a very real sense, my ninth-grade theatre teacher, Leslie 



I didn’t. Consequently, I didn’t take the pills because she didn’t 
believe in psycho-babble medications, but she did try to enforce 
her rules at home, sometimes with bizarre, outlandish behavior, 
and things began to escalate. I was sent to CAPH, a partial- 
hospitalization situation, where we studied until noon and spent the 
rest of the day being prodded in different groups and circles until 
we cried. If we did cry the doctors considered it a breakthrough; if 
we didn’t, there was always tomorrow. 

Home life got worse. I was shuffled from family member to 
family member. I lived at my grandma’s, my cousin’s, my aunt’s. 
I’m not sure why, but once the police knocked on my aunt’s door 
looking for me. They woke me up on the couch. I was sent to live 
with my brother in Mandan, an hour- and- a-half away. He was 
twenty-one at the time, so looking back, everything that happened 
next is completely unsurprising. 

I lived with my brother in relative bliss for about a month 
before I met some kids. Old habits die hard, and in the last three 
years I’d formed some pretty reckless ones, so I didn’t fall in 
with the wrong crowd; I dove in headfirst and reveled in the new 
territory. Ramstad had been a break from the baby I saw myself as, 
the loser on the playground at Sunny side and all that; Mandan was 
a break from any recognition, no family name, no expectations. I 
did whatever I wanted, whenever I wanted to. My brother tried, 
but he was twenty- one. He would say I couldn’t drink or smoke 
and then one of his friends would buy me booze if I said I’d clean 
their truck-cab. They didn’t care. They thought it was funny. When 
you’re in eighth grade with a liquor connection, you’re unstoppable. 
I was expelled, and outside of school, I was finding more and more 
trouble with the police. The two paths merged and I ended up in 
front of a judge. The state said I needed stability; they cited my 
sometimes violent behavior in school and often self-destructive 
behavior after school as evidence. They said living with my brother 
was nuts. They were right. I spent the next two years in living in 
juvenile detention centers and foster homes. 

Eventually, I was back at my mom’s, and I ended up in Mrs. 
Ringen’s classroom. I went to school and I studied hard and I 
arrived at my very own desk - the end. But nothing is that easy. 
I didn’t realize that what I saw and admired was fierceness that 
spoke to me in a way nothing had before. She was defiant and cool 
and sassy and smart and unafraid to be all of those things. In my 
young mind, she was the authority I despised, but she wielded it 
compassionately, with a deft ability to bring us along. She made 
everyone feel like they could be whatever they wanted, while most 
authority I had ever met - including people who meant well - 
would take you in and cut your hair. She thought I was great, and 
I didn’t have a clue that I had much worth living for at all, so this 
column, from day one until it’s done, is dedicated to the memory of 
Leslie Jo Ringen. Thanks, Professor - wherever you are. I learned 
a lot about classrooms, and mushrooms I guess, when you looked 
at me and decided I was worth working with. 

The column header was drawn by Jesse Barstad. Check him 
out at http://lazerwulv.tumblr.com/ 

To inspire, inquire, or insult me - email billyluetzen@yahoo. 

com. 

I have things we can trade via mail too - new zines, records, 
etc. So, there’s that. 

Right now I am 
smoking a bowl, 
listening to 

Black Sabbath’s 
Sabotage, 
constantly 
adjusting the 

font from lOpt 
to 12pt because I 
can’t read it well 
enough, always knocking over my acoustic guitar, which sits next 


to me, and trying to tell you guys what I think Punk looks like. 
What gives me the right? Nothing. You make up your own fucking 
mind, don’t listen to me, that’s the least punk thing you can do. 
I don’t know what I am talking about. I’m just trying to share 
thoughts and ideas with a semi- captive audience that may or may 
not give a fuck about what I’m talking about. . . does it catch anyone 
else off guard how “Hole in the Sky,” the first track on the A- side of 
Sabotage ends so abruptly? Whatever. . . 

My wife and I had a fairly intense discussion on her idea of 
uppercase Punk vs. lowercase punk earlier today after listening 
to an episode of the Suprisingly Awesome podcast all about 
Chumbawumba, and their song “Tubthumping” Here’s a transcript 
of our chat: 

Brandon: I like where the podcast is going. 

Nichole: Exactly. 

Brandon: The thing they aren’t accounting for (and maybe they do 
later) is the listener of the music. 

Nichole: Grumble grumble, that’s all I hear. 

Brandon: You can’t discount my side of a discussion by saying I’m 
grumbling, dummy. 

Nichole: I didn’t call you a dummy. 

Brandon: The one thing I know about is music. 

Nichole: That song (“Tubthumping”) doesn’t sound like anything 
else they did during that time, anyway. 

Brandon: I wasn’t grumbling... right but 1% of the people that 
heard that song listened and remembered the words other than the 
chorus. 

Nichole: What’s behind the music? Substance. More than a lot of 
other pop songs that have come out. 

Brandon: I agree. 

Nichole: Not even Green Day can attest to that. Or many “punk” 
bands out then and now. 

Brandon: It’s a good discussion to have I agree, most punk has lost 
its way, that’s why I write my column. No one seems to know it yet 
and the ones that do know it don’t care anymore. Pop- punk wasn’t 
really about that anyway, that’s why it gets such a lame rap, in a 
way pop punk is the opposite of what they (real punks, I guess?) 
talk about anyway. 

Nichole: The punk ethos has evolved. But everything else related 
to punk that came out of the ‘60s and ‘70s has been pilfered by the 
music industry, turning it into a brand that kids can buy. I think 
that’s where pop-punk comes from. 

Brandon: Mainstream pop-punk yes but not old school pop-punk. 
Nichole: Honestly, I think “Tubthumping” is more palatable than 
the relationship and parental troubles that pop -punk bands sing 
about. . . 

Brandon: Old school pop-punk takes the musicality of punk and 
applies whatever topic you want. 

Nichole: But typically relationships and parents, even the Ramones. 
Brandon: I can find you 500 records that mention neither. 

Nichole: I guess when I hear punk and I hear someone call 
themselves punk, I want to hear that they believe in something and 
do something about it. 

Brandon: But, yeah, if the music is made by teens and twenty- 
somethings that’s what you’re gonna get. . . 

Nichole: That’s just my interpretation of it. How about Screeching 
Weasel still singing about that stuff? 

Brandon: Punk can also mean a community but that’s mostly been 
lost at this point... Screeching Weasel songs have taken a turn, 
they’ve always been semi-political though. 

Nichole: Hmm... community. 

Brandon: We are on the same side of the fence here, but you are 
thrown off by my use of the word punk. 

Nichole: Maybe it should be Punk vs. punk (notice the capital P 
vs. the lower case p). To me... Crass = Punk, kids with tattoos that 
drink and go to shows = punk. Holy Modal Rounders = Punk 

Brandon: Yes ! 




Nichole: Stealing from the food mart = punk. 

Brandon: You’re talking about the culture versus the art? 

Nichole: In this sense, I feel like the art and culture go hand in 
hand, though with the capital P, 

Punk subverts the status quo with intention. Lowercase “p” punk 
is just subversion for the sake of being subversive. Kind of like 
Hippy and hippy. “Nichole” is half Hippy. Amelia (note: some silly 
Widespread Panic fan, that we know) is a hippy, or Dead Heads = 
hippy. What makes the difference between capital “P” Punk and 
lowercase “p” punk is the intention. 

Brandon: I wouldn’t be able to keep track of it all, I bet you think 
I am a lowercase “p” punk then! 

Nichole: I think that’s a good way to keep track, considering the 
intention. 

Brandon: Even though your number one complaint about me is... 
Nichole: What? What is my number one complaint? That you don’t 
clean the litter box? 

Brandon: That I’m contrary. 

Nichole: Yep. You question everything! 

Brandon: PUNK! 

I inserted a smiley face. 

She inserted a picture of a cat farting in the litter box. I drew PUNX 
on the cat and drew a stick figure of her behind the cat farting. 
Nichole: Oh man! You are right! 

Brandon: After all this is said and done, I’m really less concerned 
with being called a Punk than I used to be. I’m still interested in 
what it means but it upsets me more than anything. 

Nichole: Because you’re comfortable with your identity being you, 
not something that you identify with. 

Brandon: Yeah and I’d rather listen to whatever I want and feel 
however I want. 

Nichole: That’s also key in capital “P” and lowercase p punk. 
Brandon: In that way Chumbawumba is right. And the stuff they 
said about Maximum Rocknroll having too many rules is right. 
Nichole: Yep. The rules are stupid. Rules are made up. They always 
have been make believe. Punk breaks rules. 

Why do we care? In the ‘70s and ‘80s punks had different 
ideals and ways of thinking in mind: localism, DIY, not fitting into 
America’s idea of a nuclear family or higher education. The only 
one we still hold onto really being a DIY ethos. There is no sense of 
localism (other than what inkling of scene you can muster). While 
not everyone has the same family life, there isn’t always the need 
to rebel against “the nuclear family” anymore. I know tons and 
tons of punks that have great families, and higher education, in my 
opinion, has never really been anything to shake your fist at. You 
can be as educated or has uneducated as you feel. That’s part of 
living in a “free” country right? Even if it isn’t free. Most important 
still, we as punks fashioned our own families, we fashioned our 
own education, we fashioned everything ourselves. Why can’t we 
fashion our own definition of Punk? 

Someone from out of town once told me that the “punk scene” 
in Chicago was weird. They said that when they came to shows 
here everyone looked weird and for some reason exactly alike. At 
first, I thought that was a good thing that meant that everyone was 
connected. The more I thought about this, I was sort of offended. 
Everyone has their own tastes, their own styles, their own beards, 
their own dumb shirts, but this person was kind of right, everyone 
looks the same. Why? Are we really punks at all? I don’t know. But 
that’s why I write and what I am trying to figure out. 

For the great writers who write about music and have written 
about music since the beginning of time, punk is important as a 
musical form. But what about as a lifestyle? Punk music was meant 
as a means to challenge rock aesthetics and the corporate structures 
of the music industry. It was meant as a way to show the music 
industry dinosaurs that they no longer represented the youth. Is that 
true anymore? Doesn’t the shitty music represent the shitty youth 
nowadays pretty fucking well? Despite a little commercial success 
in the ‘70s and ‘80s (Blondie, Sex Pistols, Talking Heads) and ‘90s 


(Green Day, Offspring, Blink 182) punk didn’t change anything 
musically. Over the years we seem pretty content with our very own 
underground that has been built on zines, bedroom record labels, 
and house shows. For those who don’t give a shit about rock history, 
punk can still tell you things about commercialism, gender, sexism, 
community and more. 

In my first couple of columns I talked about how punks 
absolutely descended from other rebellious groups: free thinkers, 
bohemians, hippies, folkies, poets, etc. Initially punk was about the 
music you played, the clothes you wore, the zines and flyers that 
littered your walls, but it quickly grew away from the previous sub 
cultures and isolated itself in a way. Why be one when you can be 
many? Punks drew the others near and pushed them away at the 
same time, even to a point where they began to question themselves. 

Dare I say that we as punks could actually learn something 
from the hippies in the ‘60s? The times of being at odds with the 
“feel good generation” are over. Everyone wants to be happy in 
the end. That’s what all the fuss is about. If you were happy you 
wouldn’t be causing such a ruckus, right? We definitely don’t live 
in a society that’s perfect. There is plenty to be angry about, but 
the ultimate goal is to find your own niche and be happy with it. 
The hippies absolutely were trying to teach this. Everyone from the 
Sex Pistols to the Dickies (“I’m Ok, You’re OK) and the Ramones 
(“Today Your Love, Tomorrow The World”) all sang about how the 
importance of being nice that was being shoved down their throat 
wasn’t what they wanted. I don’t think that is in the air in our culture 
anymore. It ain’t the ‘70s no more, baby! Our screens are filled 
with asshole politicians, war, death, killing, destruction, terrorists, 
racists, bigots, homophobes, transphobes, everyone. So, wouldn’t 
the natural rebellion be to meet it all with kindness? 

Maybe it’s completely impossible for you to imagine Punks 
and Hippies having anything in common, but it’s there. As punks, 
we are taught to “Kill, kill, kill the hippies. Kill, kill, kill the 
hippies...” but when boiled down they are both essentially trends. 
The definition of trend in this sense is: “a movement, away from 
defining the individual through his or her relationships with 
other people.” Basically both trends started the same and were 
spearheaded and cemented by the lives that the individual chose to 
live. Individual. Not a group or a gaggle, an individual. We don’t 
have to be a punk. Being a punk in itself negates the very ideal of 
being Punk. 

Like the Hippies, Punk noted that the mainstream was not the 
proper route and did not offer anything fulfilling in life. It didn’t 
offer anything physically, mentally, or emotionally viable. Being 
punk doesn’t arise from anything other than being happy with 
the way you have lived your life. It doesn’t matter if your band is 
labeled “Punk” or if you even have a band. It matters if you are true 
to yourself. It matters if you are living your life the way you want 
to. 

For some reason no one seems to want to have this conversation. 
For most I get the impression that it’s “boring” or you would rather 
answer with a snarky remark, quote from someone else or a second 
snarky remark. If we don’t ever have the conversation then why 
assume that just because someone else says something is uppercase 
Punk or lowercase punk that it actually is? Can you make the 
decision on your own? Are you Punk enough for that? 

Send me an email and let me know what you think, punk! 
moosterblog@gmail.com 


February was 
an odd month 
for me seeing as 
I found myself 
living through 
the longest and 
worst dry spell of 
my entire dancing 



career, simultaneously found myself doing several awesome 
things artistically and creatively, and I enjoyed a few fun days of 
getting silly with friends. I portrayed a meth addict in my first one 
woman shows directed by a friend of mine. Audience members 
confirmed my performance was chilling, realistic, and just pure, 
relentless, manic energy because the audience is forcefully shoved 
immediately into my private, little world. The black box theatre 
really allowed me to confront my audience head on forcing 
them to deal with extreme discomfort and claustrophobia as 
they stared at true delusional drug addict behavior dead on. One 
of my favorite and best acting performances to date. Got ‘em. 
I did a little guest spot and sang a few jams with my friend’s 
silly cover band in one of the little casinos on Boulder Hwy. 
Boulder Hwy is home to a little strip of casinos, every single one 
of them drenched in that Florida Cops episode caliber of trashy. 
A pimp attempted to lure my friend and I into his vehicle by 
waving money out the window and speaking so incoherently I 
didn’t catch a single context clue as to what the fuck dude was 
trying to say. Classic Boulder Hwy! Las Vegas is so ridiculous 
and tacky on the regular I can’t help but think any day now 
we’re going to see Las Vegas over run with Batman villains. 
Everything in this city just seems to exude these cartoonish, 
sequin covered, over the top theatrics. Everyone and everything 
is trying too hard. Every asset of daily life must be decked out in 
that proverbial glitz and glitter, crowned with peacock feathers, 
and ready to shine like a Las Vegas showgirl in a topless revue. 
This notion first made itself known to me through the first major 
violent crime I remember hearing about. I’ve lived and kicked 
it around all kinds of cities, and this wasn’t any kind of drive 
by I’ve ever encountered. This was an epic shoot-out between 
two hip hop rivals (post Tupac, this is still a thing), both of 
them in vehicles speeding down Las Vegs Blvd. An SUV was 
chasing a Maserati out of the Cosmopolitan casino both vehicles 
opening fire on one another. The chase ended in the explosions 
{explosions!) of the Maserati involved and a cab that was not 
involved. It also resulted in Las Vegas Blvd. in its entirety being 
completely shut down for 24 hours which was fucking bananas. 
The other major story that sticks out in my mind was the suicide of 
John Noble, who shot himself at the M Resort on an Easter Sunday 
in front of a busy buffet. Noble wrote a manifesto rivaling Stephen 
King’s The Stand in length. It included a table of contents and a 
two hour DVD. Clearly, Noble describes in great detail the reasons 
behind his actions, but the bottom line was the M Resort revoked 
his lifetime of free buffets because of Noble’s ongoing harrassment 
of M employees. So Noble set his car on fire in the parking lot {more 
explosions /), walked right up to the buffet he was banned from on a 
busy Easter Sunday, and he blew his brains out in front of a captive 
audience. And that’s how you dish up some revenge. Vegas style. 
I’m not trying to stir up any heavy handed dialogue today; Today 
I’m trying to illustrate through these two extreme examples that 
second rate showbiz flair that seeps its way into everything around 
here. Out here you gotta kill yourself with a little pizazz. So maybe 
now you can see why I’m holding out for Batman villains. Maybe 
then at least there might be someone running around town I can 
actually relate to. Batman villains might be insane, but at least 
they’re fucking honest. Tourists are here living life like they are 
all starring in their very own reality show. The one time a year 
they get to really go off the rails and get lost in the sauce and if 
that means they act like a bunch of amateur hour assholes hey, 
it’s cool because “Vegas.” Then you got plenty of locals who are 
also completely full of shit. They’re in the industry. They got a 
record deal here, gigs there, a studio space that blah blah blah - 
and suddenly hear you are co-starring in yet another delusional 
person’s imaginary reality show. I just live to antagonize these 
clowns until I find an East Coast transplant who can dish me 
out some of that sweet, sweet real talk I’m starved of here. 
Vegas must have heard how badly I yearn for some realness 
because February decided to deliver me the brutal reality of a major 


financial ass kicking and the longest dry spell of my career. The 
entire month was devoid of glamour and glitter fashion and fame 
and it was truly outrageous just how fucking pissed off I was. I’ve 
had off days and off weeks, but an entire off month was something 
I never saw coming. I’ve had financially slower months, but I find 
the stark contrast in stripper earnings in one season over another to 
be far more dramatic here in Las Vegas than in other cities. I can’t 
even bear to say out loud to another person what I made on a few of 
these February shifts. 

Just to clarify, almost all strippers operate as independent 
contractors, so we don’t get paid an hourly wage and are paid 
exclusively in tips. Most clubs make you pay a “stage rent 
fee” or “house fee” every day you work. So every shift you 
start in the red. This never bothered me because I am always 
confident I am going to make money. That is until February 
turned my entire world upside down and had me feeling like 
I was fresh out of jail getting my community service on. 
February, being an off season for tourism, causes a real domino 
effect in this city. Many of us locals depend on tourists in order 
to make a decent living, and if the city is lacking in tourists it’s 
going to hit hard on a high percentage of those in the service 
industry. So not only are there few tourists to patron our respective 
places of employment; now our locals are strapped for cash 
as well. No tourists. Broke locals. Sad strippers. Convention 
season began in late January which does flood the city with 
people as numerous conventions are taking place weekly. I 
personally didn’t catch a break there, and maybe it was due in 
part to February being a tough month for everyone, everywhere. 
Though, while I did witness girls still making good money at a 
few different clubs, there were far less customers to go around. 
It was slim pickings, and I know I wasn’t the only girl hurting in 
February. March already feels like a different planet. Hallelujah. 
The other major thing affecting the clubs right now is something 
adorably referred to as a “Cab War.” This is the clubs competing hard 
to get Uber and cab drivers to drop their fares at their club. The club 
will pay the cab driver a certain amount per person he drops off. I’ve 
heard as much as one hundred dollars per head, but I can’t confirm 
nor deny any specific amount. Major clubs are trying to outbid each 
other, and the smaller clubs can’t afford to compete. ...Vegas Style! 
The important stripper lessons to take from this are both easier 
said than done cliches, but definitely important to be mindful of. 
The first is to not let any dry spell, even one so long that you’re 
reconsidering enrolling in college, ever shake your confidence. If 
you were making money before that bad week hit then you’ll make 
money again when it’s over. Chances are it really hasn’t got much 
to do with you. Sure, sometimes you’re off your game one day, or 
you missed money the day before but that doesn’t mean you’re a 
terrible stripper. 

Don’t fall into that fucking stripper shame spiral that all 
of us have encountered at least once or twice. I’m guilty of it. 
You’re not making money so you turn the magnifying lens on 
yourself. Now you’re at home thinking you look like Quasimodo 
and you’re supposed to go to work. You can’t make money if 
you think you look like Quasimodo. So you skip a couple days 
of work. Now you’re a depressed, broke Quasimodo monster. 
A depressed, broke, Quasimodo monster who isn’t going to 
make money until she starts feeling, looking, and acting like 
a Boss. So save yourself a step, and skip the shame spiral. 
The second take away from all of this is to stop managing your 
money like a fucking stripper. In a nutshell, pay attention to 
what months are good and which are bad, and set aside savings 
accordingly. I’m not going to offer any major financial planning 
insight here because that’s boring - and also because I absolutely 
manage money like a stripper who also happens to be an artist. 
Keep it crescent fresh. Bring the truth to the youth. Xoxo Amber Rae. 

Want to give me financial advice? Make it rain on me and then 
tell me how to invest all them dollars. AmberRae666@gmail.com 


“All cops are 
bastards. 44 Could 
you sound any 
more like a 
Discharge record? 

I’ve written 
about this subject 
before, one of my 
bands actually 
has a song about 
it. But just the 
other day, I saw 
a post on Instagram mocking a cop’s grave, a bunch of so-called 
“punks” chiming in and agreeing with the fact that this random 
highway patrol cop deserved to die, and it hit me, “Shit, I haven’t 
written anything for Issue 3 of No Friends yet.” And look, here 
we are. . . 

The argument is brought up time and time again, “The very 
institution of police is an unjustified authority that makes human 
beings feel unsafe.” Yeah, okay. You know what, you’re right. And 
that’s not sarcasm. I agree with you. I don’t like the idea of that 
kind of authority imposed on me either. I don’t like government in 
general. All that shit sucks. And the problems we face because of 
it are also really fucked up too. All of the murders, all of the police 
brutality, just the idea of people who can legally bear arms and use 
them at their own will. . . scary stuff. We agree. Yay. 

What I think is cheesy, and pathetic, is that it’s considered 
“punk” to take an opposition to authority and use it to justify 
apathy towards a fellow human being’s life. All of a sudden, police 
are less human than you are because of their decision to be a cop. 
You know, I wish for just one second your average “punk” would 
realize that none of us are that fucking special either. We are 
all imperfect humans, and we all thrive on authority or support 
oppressive institutions in one way or another. We all exist within 
American society and that alone, is fucked up. Unless of course 
you live under a rock and refuse to have a bank account, spend 
money, pay taxes, or use virtually any resources other than ones 
you hand-pick straight from nature. But you’re special, though, I 
get it. You travel to Africa several times a year and spend your own 
hard-earned money feeding the starving children. You personally 
go to homeless shelters and take a few people in for the night, 
giving them food other than leftover slop and a nice warm shower 
with some fresh clean clothes to boot. You actively reject all of the 
privileges America has granted you and put your own neck on the 
line to stop others from suffering. You do all of that, and therefore, 
you have a right to disregard a human being’s life for choosing to 
be a cop because that threatens you. 

Now for what I really see: 95% of you eating vegan brunch 
with your friends and spending money on booze, cigarettes and 
records. I don’t see you doing anything to help your fellow suffering 
human. You just complain about what’s wrong. And worse, you 
devalue the life of someone for choosing to be a police officer. 

When I said I agree with you that the government sucks, I 
meant it. And within that government, there is law enforcement. 
So law enforcement sucks too. But just like not all punks are scum- 
sucking leeches who are up to no good at all times, not all cops 
deserve to die. Police exist to oppress the people but some of them 
actually do the job that we were led to believe they’re supposed 
to do... which is keep people safe from criminals. I’ve been 
called a “cop apologist” for this viewpoint more times than I can 
count. (Sidenote: Whatever sasquatch in a really cool homemade 
Wolfbrigade jean jacket came up with that term, my applause to 
you. It’s provided me with a lot of laughs.) When a person gets 
murdered or raped, you call the police. When somebody robs you, 
you call the police. When there is a situation of danger, you call the 
police. If you’re too proud of your punk ethics to at least try to use 
that resource, more power to you. But I haven’t entirely given up 
on it in the name of police brutality. And I could not and would not 


ever disagree that police brutality is a real problem that can’t be 
ignored. . . it’s a fact, not an opinion. Especially now in 2016, with 
everything that has come out in the news the last few years. It’s 
horrible. But it’s been going on forever too. Way before you bought 
your first punk record and way before you were old enough to turn 
on the TV or use the internet. 

My point is not that we should all go out and shake a cop’s 
hand and say, “Hey, a few bad apples shouldn’t ruin the orchard!” 
There’s more than just a few bad apples. It’s beyond fucked up. 
But I’m not about to turn someone else’s crime against an entire 
institution just in name only. A police officer chose a role that 
oppresses the people. There’s many possible reasons for that cop 
to have made that decision. Maybe, just maybe, that police officer 
wants to be a good cop. I’m willing to keep an open mind to 
that possibility and not let myself callously disregard human life 
because of my views about the U.S. government. 

But... that’s also coming from a “cop apologist” right? So if 
that’s what you’re thinking, let me just spit something right back at 
you. . . you’re not political. You’re not a saint. You don’t really care. 
You’re just another American who should actually get something 
done instead of just talking more shit. 


I don’t know 
what to tell you 
dear Americans. 
First of all, to be 
honest I didn’t 
believe that No 
Friends would 
have #3. Second, 
small brother is 
watching a lot of 
stuff coming from 
your state to my 
state, and I guess 
all the states. 
Actually, we are 
bombarded by American stuff. I can try to make a list, but I am 
afraid that it will be endless like an endless view. Politics, business, 
music, sports... just named it dear amigos. USA everywhere. You 
are opening your fridge. . . oops, it’s USA. You are turning on your 
TV, USA. You are listing your record collection, and it’s USA (at 
least half of it). Watching the news, google-ing around, trying to 
read a book... guess who is dominating?! C’mon, you can do it. 
First letter is U and last is A. 

Ok, I admit that I am bit of jealous, but I don’t know if you 
are following me. My point was, fuck that. We already know 
everything. Do you wanna read something exotic? No, it’s not 
African, no it’s not Asian, and no it’s not even USA mainstream 
news reporting about your elections circus without spinning and 
lying. It’s Macedonian. Are you following me? It’s a small brother 
against the big brother. You should trust me since I was born in 
the same city that gave birth to a regular woman called Gonja 
Bojadziu - who later on became a saint called Mother Teresa. If 
you don’t believe me, google it or ask your local Catholic priest. 
So, enough of this intro and let’s get to the business. What’s most 
representative of coming from Macedonia? It’s not music, culture 
or wanna be Americans. . . it’s foooooooooooooooooooood! 

Ok? I admit that I’ve stolen those recipes from smart people 
from internet because their English (pardon, American) is way 
better than mine, but if you don’t like it ignore me and stay hungry. 

5, 4, 3, 2,1. . . goooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo! 

I bet Jamie Oliver has not cooked this yet! (As I told you, I’ve 
stolen this recipe from internet but since tavce gravce belongs to 
everybody it’s not stealing). It is a long recipe but from where I 
come it’s a “must know” for all. Men and women all know how to 
do this. 





Tavce gravce is a traditional Macedonian recipe which 
origins are from Macedonia and most of the Balkan countries 
have taken and changed the recipe by their needs. Many 
households in Macedonia make this dish by their own taste but 
this is the basic recipe, and to this you can add more vegetables 
or spices if you like. This is what you’ll need (If you are normal 
Western person. But, if you are from the Balkans you know 
that you should increase this amount of food times 10, at least, 
because you never know when the next war is coming, of course, 
caused by U_A) 

* 500 gr. white beans 

* 250 gr. white onion 

* 1 clove of garlic 

* 80 gr. sunflower oil 

* 2 tablespoons of flour 

* 1 tablespoon of red paprika (powder) 
fresh mint, and parsley. 

* 1 tablespoon vegeta (optional) - This is a mix of dryed 
vegetables spice salt and pepper, extremely popular in ex and 
current Yugoslavia. 

First wash the beans well, then place them in a pot and add 
water to cover the beans completely (let the water be 5 cm over 
the beans), then put them to boil. When it comes to a boil, boil 
them about 1-2 minutes, then pour the water out and add new 
water to it. Chop the onion in big pieces and add it to the beans. 
Boil the beans until they are ready, but be careful not to over-boil 
them. The beans must be whole and soft inside, not a mush. Then 
heat a pan, add oil and flour, and mix it well until golden. 

Then add the paprika, mix fast and add this to the pot. Add the 
minced garlic and the chopped mint. Add salt, pepper and vegeta. 
Stir well and cook for two minutes. Turn off the heat and preheat 
the oven to 250 C. Add the beans to a terracota baking pan and 
put them into oven. Bake them until the beans have a little liquid 
and have formed a thin crust. Sprinkle with finely chopped parsley. 
If you want you can add tomato, or dried peppers, or some other 
vegetables. 

Ok, you are still hungry. Fuck healthy then. We are goin’ 
unhealthy, but your stomach will be full. But, don’t even dare to 
cook this if you don’t have bunch of fresh white bread. 

Ladies and gentleman... it’s Ajvar (Roasted Red Pepper 
Spread). 

Ajvar is a popular Macedonian appetizer, or side dish, made 
of roasted paprika (peppers) and eggplant. It is popular in many 
Balkan countries, with slightly varying recipes. Some include 
ripe tomatoes and even string beans. (As I told you I’ve stolen this 
recipe from internet, but same as tavce gravce, ajvar belongs to 
everybody too and it’s not stealing). Ok, now that I have an alibi we 
can continue. 

Ajvar is a seasonal dish in Macedonia, always made in 
late summer and early autumn, just after the pepper harvest, 
when many households also can or bottle their own ajvar for use 
throughout the winter season. Every household has its own special 
recipe, and Macedonians who live apart from their families often 
travel with giant packages of their family recipe of ajvar when 
they travel. Sometimes they even transport containers of a friend’s 
family’s ajvar as a favor for their friend. 

Ingredients (If you are normal Western person. But, if you are 
from the Balkans you know that you should increase this amount of 
food times 10, at least, because you never know when the next war 
is coming, of course, caused by U_A) 

* 8-12 fresh red paprika (mild or medium-hot, to taste) 

* 4 medium-size eggplants (but for some families adding this 
is an example of pure heresy) 

* 1/2 to 3/4 cup sun seeds oil 

* 1 large onion, minced 

* 3 large garlic cloves, chopped 


* 1 to 2 tablespoons lemon juice (or 1 tablespoon red wine 
vinegar) 

* salt and pepper to taste 

* Chopped fresh parsley for garnish 

Bon appetite and don’t forget to share the food with your 
friends and neighbors. Don’t be a U_A. 


When I heard 
Chicago would 
be banning plastic 
bags. I was excited 
but baffled by 
the news — only 
because it seemed 
impossible. 

Chicago is 
an enormous 
midwestern city, a city that is historically known for making 
things — a brutally wasteful city where entire lifetimes slip by, 
thoughtlessly jettison to the gridlock traffic void. 

Sometimes all it takes is well written policy, I thought, and 
change may come! At least they’re gonna give it a shot, I thought. 
Can’t get down on them for trying. 

Chicago is also a city that thrives on razor thin margins, 
most famously building fortunes on rotting leftover meat parts — 
lips and assholes, as they say — hotdogs! — so why wouldn’t they 
eliminate plastic bags which are so obviously wasteful? 

Other more progressive cities have had some success with 
similar initiatives. Why not Chicago? It’s about time for the most 
American of American cities to take a gander forward. Squint 
those eyes and raise one hand above the brow, peer into the rising 
sun for once, take one small step into the future, goddamnit! It 
warmed my cold plastic 21st century digital heart. 

For a short moment, I had hope. 

But this is fucking Chicago remember. . . This city is garbage. 
It’s full of garbage and garbage people, and hell, it’s literally built on 
garbage — Streeterville, the neighborhood that is home to the John 
Hancock Center among some of the most valuable real estate in the 
country began as a landfill! Indeed, in the 1880s George Streeter 
ran his boat aground into the floating garbage pile just north of 
downtown Chicago and declared that land ripe for development. 

Certainly, it’s a different kind of trash today, an Apple store 
and whatnot, but it’s still trash. It’s garbage on top of garbage, and 
there are large swaths of people here who yearn for the good old 
days when there was more tangible, dirtier, garbage-y garbage! It’s 
quite remarkable. 

Now here’s what happened with the bags, and trust me it did 
not take long: 

Suddenly, now everywhere you go they have new plastic 
bags that are ten times thicker. That is literally the only difference. 
These bags, we are told, are “reusable” plastic bags, as if a regular 
plastic bag is not, and I imagine clog that enormous gyre ten times 
more efficiently, and please the garbage gods ten times better. . . 

Change is elusive. Positive change is a damn giant snail with 
a mind of its own, and generational paradigmatic change, the kind 
of change we desperately need, the kind of change that will only 
come long after — and almost entirely because — we are dead, is a 
motherfucking son of a bitch. It’s the kind of change we can only 
wish for, or if you’re so inclined, the kind of change people pray for, 
and it comes of our own demise. It’s beyond our personal will, and 
sadly, beyond our collective will. It’s even beyond our time. Does 
that even make sense? 

But everything has to start somewhere with a thought, so let’s 
start there. 

I’ve been getting lost a lot. Lost in my new city, sure, 
directionally and spatially, but also mentally and, dare I say, 
spiritually lost... all kinds of lost. I feel the crushing onrush of 


NOTHING IS WORTH 
THINKING ABOUT 
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existence as I’m biking around Chicago. Sometimes, I feel the 
immediacy of my entire life bearing down upon me, moment 
by moment. Most often, stopped at a red light, I can peer into 
the vehicle next to me and feel an affinity with its victims; I feel 
us occupying the same plane as the world turns beneath us — 
sometimes, in profound imaginative bursts, I can literally feel us 
together, stationary, on the potholed Chicago pavement, moving 
at enormous speed, spinning on the outer shell of our planet as 
it’s hurled through space. It’s a dizzying feeling. We are of the 
same star guts material, as is the garbage plastic bags, and we exist 
concurrently in relatively the same space — we are the same. But 
we are also very different and we occupy very different places in 
the universe. 

Recently, I was driving around with my friend Jessicka. 
I was trying to put it all into words, the insurmountable wall of 
disillusionment I felt in front of me — I don’t know why I would 
express these negative thoughts, they’re pretty useless, except that 
I had reached a point of intellectual collapse, and no amount of 
willpower would break me through it. Sometimes, you just have to 
let things out, and the singular act of expression will diminish their 
power and help you move forward. 

Driving through Streeterville offers the perfect backdrop for 
this restless despair. After passing the numerous useless fashion 
boutiques, doggie bakeries, the 3rd Starbucks, after being shot 
out of the high rise cannon into the western edge of the Near 
North Side — what once was the Cabrini- Green housing project 
and remnants of old industrial ruin — there is time and space to 
breath. Here is an area that is very much still up for grabs, at least 
it appears that way. You could argue that it was up for grabs, but 
that was decided when they kicked everyone out, tore down their 
homes, and built a Target in the middle of it all. 

To be sure, it’s quickly being gobbled up by large box stores 
and gated housing developments that look like my personal hell. 
The reality on paper is probably worse than I can even imagine! 
And I’m sure the permits and closed-door-deals were signed long 
ago — but for the time being, it still feels open, like there’s still a 
chance. 

And to some degree, until the buildings are erected and filled 
with plastic bags, until perpetual commerce ensues, there is still a 
chance. But a chance for what? 

I don’t know why I let it bother me so much, but I can’t get 
past it. These people are fucked, this culture is garbage, and I’ve 
known that my whole life, but why do I still care? Why do I let it 
break my heart over and over again? As I said, it’s a city that is 
literally built on garbage. Why would I lament a continuation of 
that? 

Even if I can imagine something more beautiful, a more 
beneficial use of space, a more beneficial use of resources, a city 
that isn’t so full of garbage. How do I express that in a worthwhile 
and convincing way? 

My grandma is amazed that I bike in the winter. She thinks 
it’s because I’m cheap. I am. But that’s not why I bike. This is the 
problem. The most basic misunderstanding between loved ones. I 
could never begin to explain the situation. I say I bike because of 
traffic, which is a part of it, sure, but a small part of it. Traffic is the 
most relatable symptom of a much larger problem. 

She is well-educated and a forward thinking person, but she’s 
lived her whole life in a different world than I have. We live on 
the same garbage planet, but in completely different worlds. How 
do I convince my grandma that everyone should be on bikes? It’s 
simply not possible for a variety of reasons — the most damning 
reason is that it’s difficult for her to walk out and get her mail let 
alone get on a bike. . . 

The systems are so well established, the inertia 
insurmountable. 

The only peace of mind a reasonable person can maintain 
is that it’s all temporary. Hell, it was only a hundred and thirty 
some odd years ago that George Streeter was dreaming of his 
empire, steering his boat straight for the trash island. In the next 


century or so, when humans have figured out some more sensible 
methods — by necessity — they can all look back and laugh at our 
garbage solutions to our garbage problems — can you believe it, 
they replaced the plastic bags with even thicker plastic bags! — it’s 
unavoidable, we can only embrace it, like it or lump it, we are the 
garbage generation. 

If you want to see what your city’s skyline looks like imagined 
in the form of dirty styrofoam stapled to rotting wood send me a 
photo at iameszaiackowski(a)gmail. com . Peace. 

Ref! Ring the 
bell! 

This is a 
continuation of 
last issue’s “Race 
& Wrestling” 
topic. Though 
before I delve into 
it, I’m gotta tell 
you about what’s 
happening in the 
ring right now. 

WWE’s NXT (aka: their “Farm Team”) signed some major 
talent from New Japan Pro Wrestling in the past month. Namely, 
A.J. Styles who immediately got put into the main roster and has 
a flurry of solid matches against Chris “Y2J” Jericho. Along with 
Styles, WWE also nabbed NJPW stars Shinsuke Nakamura, Karl 
Anderson and Luke Gallows. The latter two along with Styles were 
part of a great faction called The Bullet Club whose shirts you’ll 
very likely see at everything from the smallest indie shows to NXT 
tapings to Monday Night RAW. Some people thought it was too 
derivative of the N.W.O. but Bullet Club only worked in NJPW and 
occasionally ROH in select cities like Philly, Chicago & Toronto 
(aka: the wrestling capitols of the U.S. & Canada). Gallows worked 
with C.M. Punk in the WWE as Punk’s enforcer during the short- 
lived but excellent Straight Edge Society angle (...and once again 
this goes back to punk/hardcore). 

Anderson is the one I’m least familiar with pre-WWE/NJPW. 
However, he wrestled in a ton of indies including the LA-area 
cult favorite, Pro Wrestling Guerilla. Due to their proximity to 
Hollywood, PWG often has celebrities at their shows. Comedian/ 
actor Ron Funches, plus Ronda Rousey, and Sofia Vegara have 
all been spotted at PWG events. Also of recent news is the return 
of Lucha Underground which runs on a season schedule of 37 or 
so episodes. While I’ve not seen too much of L.U. it’s movie-like 
storytelling is really great (with scenes that are in large due to 
director Robert Rodriguez’s input). It was incredible to see Willie 
Mack a guy who grew up in South Central L.A. make it on to a 
major TV show with a gnarly, no-DQ bout against Marty Martinez. 
Anyway, point being is I met Willie Mack at a Revolution Pro 
match in 2014 in S.F. and he was super nice and down-to-earth. 
I have a million things to tell you about how awesome Shinsuke 
Nakamura is. Though, just do this: watch his match vs. A.J. Styles 
from Wrestle Kingdom! 

Now on to the main subject... The ‘80s treatment of race in 
wrestling even raised the ire of Marxist critics like Michael Parenti 
who took the WWF to task for using “characters with names like 
“The Junkyard Dog.” Although his name and character was not the 
issue. Instead, some of the reactions towards him were. Namely, 
the announcers often said he was able to do his headbutt so well 
due to his “really hard skull,” some weirdly eugenic-like comment 
as this. 

Parenti writes in his 1991 book, Make Believe Media'. 

“Other ‘Wrestlemania’ characters like ‘The Iron Sheik,’ 
‘Abdullah the Butcher,’ and ‘Haiti Kid’ manage to debase Third 
World peoples, as does ‘Harpoon’ - a dark, African-American 
looking man who is perhaps not a crowd favorite. Perhaps worst of 
all is ‘Junk Yard Dog,’ an African-American dressed in a dog collar 



and chains, and ‘Rowdy Roddy Piper,’ who describes himself as 
the ‘last great White hope.’ 

Certainly this shows a strong class-bias on behalf of Parenti, 
as his snooty Marxist self wouldn’t bother to ask wrestling fans 
themselves about what they think of these gimmicks or what it 
means to them. (Not to forget the conflation of Wrestlemania and 
the name of the Federation). Moreso, The Junkyard Dog was never 
a heel, and prior to working in the WWF he was a tremendous fan 
favorite in the Mid-South territory (which covered Tulsa, Houston 
and all of Louisiana). The JYD’s fan base was made up of a lot 
of working class blacks and whites in the New Orleans area. His 
use of the chains was mostly his own doing and to me as a fan it 
represented an image of strength, not a call back to slavery. It was 
no different from Hercules Hernandez another Mid- South and later 
WWF grappler. As a fan, this looked vastly different from Harlem 
Heat’s debut in WCW when they were being led on chains by their 
white manager Col. Tom Parker (of course not the Elvis Presley 
right-hand man). 

Unlike Parenti, Greg Klein, author of The King of New 
Orleans: How the Junkyard Dog Became Professional Wrestlings 
First Black Superstar, writes that he went around New Orleans’ 
Central Business District. One person there, Gregory Bradley was: 
“A native of rural Bogalusa, Louisiana, Bradley now [working] at 
Fredrick’s Deli on the famous St. Charles Avenue.” Later Klein has 
quotes from Bradley about specific feuds and matches The JYD 
was involved in: “Ted DiBiase, now that’s the one that broke my 
heart. I mean, your best friend. . . how do you go and turn on him 
like that?” Another fan discusses the JYD vs. “Big Cat” Ernie Ladd 
feud which seems to have gone over into “shoot’Vreal life hatred. 
Another choice quote in the book comes from B.J. LeBlanc of 
Marrero, LA.: “I remember seeing wrestlers burned by cigarettes, 
fans pulling knifes. And back in the day, if you told somebody 
wrestling was fake, you’d better be ready to fight.” 

There’s also an excellent video of Junkyard Dog getting his 
own day in the city of New Orleans. This should’ve been huge 
news, but given the carny stigma that wrestling has, it wasn’t 
acknowledged outside of the Crescent City area. As Klein notes: 
“In 1980, he managed to break one of the final color barriers in 
the sport by becoming the first black wrestler to be made the 
undisputed top star of his promotion.” 

Look, I don’t expect Parenti to be a total mark for wrestling 
but again for a supposedly class-conscious guy he sure ain’t too 
friendly to us regular schlubs who like a wrestling match while 
drinking Mello Yellow. Elsewhere Parenti throws in a name he 
clearly misheard (or just made up?) “Harpoon,” which he must’ve 
thought was the name of either the black manager/pimp aesthete, 
Slick or maybe it was Akeem - The African Dream. Akeem was 
really George Gray - a white dude from South Carolina who was 
previously known under the big man bad ass gimmick in a variety 
of territories as One Man Gang. (One Man Gang’s early look also 
made him look like a fill-in for Tom “Pig Champion” from Poison 
Idea). Or maybe it was confusion with “Natural Disaster” Typhoon 
aka: “Tugboat” Ted Ottoman who was definitely not African- 
American? 

Back to The JYD, the territory he worked in New Orleans was 
the Bill Watts run Mid-South, a well-respected place among many 
wrestlers as well as other promoters. Mid-South’s talent level reads 
like a “who’s who” of 1980s greats: “Hacksaw” Jim Duggan, Ted 
DiBiase, Fabulous Freebirds, The Midnight Express, Andre the 
Giant, Eddie Gilbert and Chavo Guerrero. Watts had a reputation 
of being a real ornery S.O.B. from Oklahoma, but he certainly 
knew how to put the talent and storylines over. His S.O.B.-ness was 
underscored in a 1991 interview with the “dirtsheet” Pro Wrestling 
Torch. 

Watts’ said steroid testing was an infringement of individual 
rights. Then things flew off the handle (warning, strong language 
ahead): “I can’t tell a fag to get the fuck out. I should have the right 
to not associate with a fag if I want to. I should have the right to 


not hire a fag if I don’t want to. I mean, why should I have to hire 
a fucking fag if I don’t like fags? Fags discriminate against us, 
don’t they? Sure they do. Do blacks discriminate against whites? 
Who’s killed more blacks than anyone? The fuckin’ blacks. But 
they want to blame that bullshit ‘Roots’ that came on the air. 
That ‘Roots’ was such bullshit. All you have to do if you want 
slaves is hand beads to the chiefs and they gave you the slaves. 
“What is the best thing that has ever, ever happened to the black 
race? That they were brought to this country. No matter how they 
got here, they were brought here. You know why? Because they 
intermarried and got educated. They’re the ones running the black 
race. You go down to the black countries and they’re all broke. Idi 
Amin killed more blacks than we ever killed. You see what I mean? 
That’s how stupid we are. But we get caught up in all this bullshit 
rhetoric. And so it’s ridiculous what’s happening to our country. 
Lester Maddox was right. If I don’t want to sell fried chicken to 
blacks, I shouldn’t have to. It’s my restaurant. Hell, at least I respect 
him for his stand. That doesn’t make me anti-black.” 

Watts covering his ass later would mention the three major 
black stars who went on to regional and eventually national 
success. Namely, Ernie Ladd who worked as co-booker with Watts 
at a time as well as Junkyard Dog and Ron Simmons. Simmons 
was a major college football star at Florida State. He was filled 
with contradictions and nowadays blames this on his attitude from 
before he became a born-again Christian. This time of his life 
alluded to in his autobiography, “The Cowboy and the Cross,” but 
it seems to be there a lot less than how important Jesus is in his life. 
Oddly, the consensus among wrestlers from this era was “Watts 
wasn’t a racist - he only loved the color green.” Klein’s book does 
mention Watts’ bond with Ernie Ladd over “Christ and Republican 
politics.” 

Even a wrestler with notoriety like Ric Flair did a race angle 
with Tony Atlas in the Georgia Territory in 1983. Flair at the time 
was holding his first NWA championship. When confronted by 
Atlas, Flair looked at him across from the World Championship 
Wrestling studio podium and said, “When they allot me time on 
World Championship Wrestling, nobody but Gordon Solie and 
myself stand here.” Atlas looks away towards the crowd. Flair 
grabs Atlas by the chin, and like a Southern cracker says: “I’m 
talkin’ to ya boy, now listen to me!” Flair continued: “You can’t 
come out here wearin’ that honky shirt (Atlas was wearing a white 
dress shirt) and those funky pants and have your hair all greased up 
and try to tell me what to do. I’m the greatest wrestler alive. . .now 
listen... (Flair touches Atlas by the chin again) ...I’m talkin’ to 
youV' It gets heated even more as Atlas slaps Flair and challenges 
him to go in the ring. Flair gets furious and takes his coat off but 
moved out in about 30 seconds. He begins to describe a million 
ways how he was going to beat Atlas “with the title on the line.” 
Yet, the rest of the time Flair cut a common heel promo by calling 
him a “low-life,” and so on. 

While this is a lesser known part of his career, his name has 
been mentioned a ton in hip-hop songs over the last several years. 
See: “Ric Flair” by Killer Mike and the line in Pusha T’s “Alone in 
Vegas ,“ which goes, “wrestled with the work/we was like the Four 
Horsemen/ Ric Flair with the flame, I’m motherfucking gorgeous, 
woo!” And the “woo!” is a sample of the Nature Boy” himself. 

In 1988, in the Memphis territory, there was a faction called 
the Stud Stable featuring Black wrestler, Brickhouse Brown. The 
Stable also consisted of: “Tennessee Stud” Robert Fuller (later Col. 
Robert Parker), “Dirty” Dutch Mantel (aka: Zeb Coulter in WWE), 
Brian Lee (aka: the Fake Undertaker in WWF), Phil Hickerson, 
the Rock’n’Roll RPMs, and Tom Pritchard (aka: Bodydonna 
Zip in WWF). The Stable brought out a fucking watermelon for 
Brickhouse Brown to eat. When confronted about this Robert 
Fuller said to Brown, “you gotta color hangup!” Which is the 1980s 
version of, “I’m not the racist - you’re the real racist!” 

Eventually things settled down and Brown realized they were 
“just having a good time.” In a seemingly normal scene, Parker 


gives presents to his stable members. Yet when Brickhouse gets 
his present it looks like a Dollar Store afro pick. Brickhouse goes 
off on Col. Parker who shouts at Brown and says, “I’m gonna take 
every dime you make - I own you!” Loads of verbal chaos ensues 
and then it includes all the members of the stable beating down 
Brown with a stick, then loads of fists. Brown is then tied up with 
belts to the ring ropes while Gary Young whips the hell out of 
Brickhouse with another belt. This, of course, is taking place in 
Memphis where lynching was a matter of daily fucking life only 50 
years before! The audience is screaming their lungs out - and this 
is what makes wrestling a completely crazy art form like no other. 

“I wanna whip this boy (like) crazy!” Young says while 
announcer Lance Russell sheepishly tries to district him while 
saying, “C’mon Gary, there’s no excuse for this!” Doubly crazy 
was that the TV station went to commercial, which likely made 
the station managers and advertisers freak the fuck out. After 
commercial Brown is in the studio and cuts a killer promo invoking 
Alex Haley’s Roots. “I’ve got the whole weight of my people to bare 
on my shoulders. . . (this’ll be like) you were makin’ my name was 
Toby\ Well, my name isn’t Kunta Kinte, my naaaaame , brotha, 
is Brickhouse Brown!” Brown nearly cussed on air until Russell 
interjected and then it went to match highlights of a very good 
Brown vs. Young match. (Side note: Oddly enough, Downtown 
Bruno (later in WWF as Harvey Whippleman) looks like a Steve 
Albini, only with a flat Mohawk/pompadour combo.) 

For a W WE- centered viewpoint on this topic see: “Pro 
Wrestling Is Fake, but Its Race Problem Isn’t,” by Dion Beary, in 
The Atlantic, July 10, 2014, and David “Masked Man” Shoemaker’s 
account in his 2013 book, The Squared Circle: Life, Death, and 
Professional Wrestling. 

ENDNOTES: 

One: Right after I finished writing my column for last issue 
Ricky Velez of The Nightly Show with Larry Wilmore did a piece 
on race and pro wrestling. It was a two parter! Valez went to a 
NYC-area training school and worked with Virgil (aka: Vince in 
the N.W.O. in late 90s/early ‘00 WCW) who had Velez work as a 
heel. The funny/fucked up thing was Virgil kept saying it didn’t 
matter if Velez was Puerto Rican, and not Mexican, while this 
former “assistant “ to the Million Dollar Man pushed him into 
a generic luchador heel gimmick. If Virgil wasn’t such a dingus 
he could’ve studied some shows from Puerto Rico, which there’s 
truckloads of. 

Two: The Watts interview in PWT was a precursor to the 
1993 WWF steroid trail which almost put Vince McMahon & co. 
out of business. This may have also been on the heels of drug issues 
in major US sports. 

Three: World Championship Wrestling was the name of the 
TV show for Georgia Championship Wrestling from 1978-1984 on 
WTBS in Atlanta. The station used the show name again under the 
Jim Crockett Promotion-era until October 1988 

Four: “Dirtsheet” is an insider term for gossip magazines, 
now websites, such as The Wrestling Observer and Pro Wrestling 
Torch. Both entities’ reporting eventually became well-respected 
in and outside the industry. 

Five: Hey Chicagoland! Y’all have a killer promotion in your 
own backyard called Freelance Wrestling. Freelance has a bunch 
of local/regional talent as well as popular indie stars such as Joey 
Ryan & Candace LeRay. Plus, they have bands play live at the 
Bottom Lounge (on West Lake) 

Six: While watching, and live-tweeting, one of my local 
promotions (Gold Rush Pro Wrestling) on a recent Saturday night, 
I got a fav and re-tweet from announcer Kevin Gill. It was crazy! 
I mean right while he was announcing the match. I’d met Gill 
in person at WrestleFest a few years ago and he was really cool. 
He also works for Hoodslam and Insane Clown Posse’s Juggalo 
Championship Wrestling and used to run a hardcore record label 
in NYC in the late ‘90s. 


Seven: Soundtrack to this column: High Rise (Japan) - High 
Rise II, “Songs of the Wrestling World” YouTube channel (big 
thanks to Rich of Total Punk Records for this recommendation), 
Necronomicon (Germany) - Escalation, Guida - Let’s Do It Again, 
GISM - Detestation (the Japanese Death Match of hardcore?), 
Crucial Section & W.H.N.? Live on KZSU 1-1-01 


I’m bad at staying 
in the same place 
for more than 
a few years. I 
don’t know why, 
because I didn’t 
move often 

growing up and 
lived in the same 
Virginia town 
from 4-18, so it’s 
not like I grew 
up with being somewhere different as an expectation. And then 
so after almost exactly three years living in Milwaukee, this past 
summer I moved down to Asheville. Partially because I was tired 
of the cold, and partially because I was tired of living in a big city, 
but also probably because I don’t know how to settle. 

So my column this issue is just scattered thoughts about 
changing bioregions, which has its similarities to and differences 
with the whole ordeal of finding where you fit within a new scene. 
Like how moving to a different punk scene you gotta figure out 
the bands, the houses, etc., while maintaining a whole air of not 
caring too much so that people don’t think you’re a poseur. And 
also moving to a different anarchist scene you have to worry about 
people thinking you’re a cop, but also being too nihilist or not 
nihilist enough. 

But even Milwaukee (somehow) made me less of a nihilist 
and got me more into nature. Before that, I had been living in 
Richmond and liked hiking and could name a few edible plants - 
but Wisconsin was where I really got stoked on this shit. I think it 
was a combination of the campaign against the Penokee Hills mine 
and a general disillusionment with grad school that being outdoors 
gave me some meaning. 

Finding the overlap between punk and anarchism is never 
that hard. Finding people who are either one or both and into nature 
is harder - mostly because by a certain age they’ve all moved out to 
farms or off the grid. Or are migrating with the harvests. 

A good deal of folx in Asheville are sort of into nature - using 
plants and bones they found as dash candy, getting plant or animal 
bone tattoos, etc. - but sometimes it is posturing. Like when trying 
to figure out a plant I say that I think some aster might be part 
of the chamomile tribe and someone says it’s a daisy - not like 
they’re being more specific, but that I’m wrong. Or when people 
start listing the ornamental trees downtown, but would rather hang 
out at a coffee shop than go for a hike. But mostly folx are rad about 
it and a lot less eco-jock than Cascadia. 

A downside about the nature being so great is that sometimes 
it’s a fucking competition to experience. Especially a place 
like Asheville, that’s a tourist destination for the worst type of 
outdoors-y people, like yuppies, whose hiking get-up costs more 
than my rent. And then there are all the fucking hippies and jock 
mountain bikers you have to deal with on trails. Back in Milwaukee, 
I’d watch Home Alone specifically to figure out booby traps to set 
for the mountain bikers who insisted in destroying the area around 
the river, but here there are too many. 

The hippies don’t do anything specific but just kind of suck 
by existing. And all the punks understandably hate hippies but then 
like patchouli a certain way of being permeates the air so everyone 
tends to be a little flakier and more into crystals. 

It’s weird though because even my complaints come with a 



certain colonizing entitlement, like I’m ignoring the fact that I’m 
inherently part of something fucked up just by my presence here 
or that I’m more deserving of the outdoors experience because of 
some radical posturing. Maybe I feel it more because of moving 
somewhere mostly for the nature, thinking of how my conception 
of wilderness is a product of forcing out the people who were 
traditionally here. 

Another difference between changing bioregions and 
changing scenes is navigating nonhuman relationships. The 
Milwaukee riverside actually lets you forget that you’re in a city 
in certain parts if you can ignore the constant sirens. You can look 
in all directions and not see any buildings. The fact that it was 
a recovering ecosystem actually helped when I started to study 
plants because the diversity of species was so low. But holy shit, 
Asheville - it’s like the most ecologically diverse bioregion in the 
continental states. I feel like if I had started trying to learn here I 
would have quickly given up because it can get overwhelming. Still 
there are times when I go out, find something new, and have no 
idea where to start. Plus not everything is hibernating and covered 
with snow half the year. And there are finally mushrooms for me 
to learn, and sometimes I get so stoked I even consider getting into 
ornithology, but then don’t because birds are boring and birders are 
kind of lame. 

Folx here are really into telling people not to move to 
Asheville because it’s already hard enough to find an affordable 
place to live with all the people who suck moving here, but then 
most people who live here aren’t really from here anyway. It being 
so hard to find a place, my partner and I moved a ways out of the 
city, and it’s great for driving to the mountains, but makes me miss 
the magic of Riverwest and everything and everyone being in the 
same neighborhood. Plus all the driving kind of makes me a bad 
ecopunk if you’re liberal enough to believe in consumer politics. 
Thankfully, I’m not. 



MOVIE THEATER MADNESS 


Since 1992, I’ve collected the tickets for every single movie 
I’ve seen at the theater. I’ve amassed (at the time of this writing) 
24 years’ worth of little paper stubs, squares and rectangles - some 
torn, some with their perforated edges still intact. A rainbow of 
light blue, magenta, orange, pink, yellow, gray, and white. Unlike 
my obsessive collecting of comic books and Pogs which also began 
around the same time, my reason for saving these movie ticket 
stubs is less apparent and still kind of lost on me to this day. I don’t 
know what compelled me to start stashing those paper reminders in 
the plastic purple and black tackle box, the one with the matching 
teal handle and latch, but whatever the reason, the tickets still 
reside there to this day. Newer additions - stuff from the last 10 
years or so - get added to a nondescript makeshift pile that became 
necessary when the tackle box became too full to house anymore 
stubs. 

I occasionally will pull from the box to revisit the older 
tickets. For the most part I don’t have any sort of instant recall when 
I peruse the titles - I don’t remember the weather, or who I was 
with, or what the day I saw the movie on consisted of. I just like to 
remember oh right, I saw this in the theater. The thing that amazes 
me about those older tickets is just how cheap movies were in the 
early ’90s. Mostly $2.50, with the occasional $3 here and there. 
Blows my mind. Movie tickets cost four times that nowadays. I 
have to wonder if, in another 24 years, seeing a movie at the theater 
will cost $48. If movie theaters are even still around. 

When we first moved to Southern Illinois, there was a 


movie theater called the Saluki Twin (also Saluki Cinema) which 
we frequented quite a bit. It was also known to us as the “Dollar 
theater,” so you can probably guess why we went so often. Can you 
imagine? Seeing a movie for a buck?! To be fair, the movies weren’t 
new releases - they were films that had already had their ‘new 
release’ run at the main movie theaters and were now relegated to 
this cheapo theater, but hey that suited us, and I’m sure everyone 
else, just fine. This theater closed in the mid ’90s, the same time the 
video store in Varsity Theater closed. 

Varsity Theater was my favorite theater. It was the type of 
theater you saw in movies: big, angular marquee lit up by a hundred 
flashing bulbs and a slim, gigantic sign that read “VARSITY” 
which climbed the side of the building. A dimly lit Art Deco 
interior that smelled 1000 years old with a hint of popcorn, and 
was swathed in royal colors - deep reds, golds, and tans. It was a 
double-decker theater, one whose architectural layout was borne 
of the segregation era 1940s. Back then, whites sat in the floor 
seats, blacks sat in the balcony. But in 1953, famed activist Dick 
Gregory, then a student at SIU, decided he didn’t want to sit up in 
the balcony; he wanted floor seats. He sat with the whites and was 
asked to leave, but he kept coming back and doing the same thing 
night after night, and eventually he wore down the owner, and in 
1954 the theater desegregated. Forty years later, I was sitting in the 
balcony seats to see Ace Ventura: Pet Detective. It was cramped 
up there, I didn’t like those seats. This was also the first theater to 
ever turn me down for being underage; President Clinton had just 
signed some bill cracking down on underage moviegoers. I’d never 
been turned down before in my life, but at age 15 I was turned away 
trying to see Idle Hands with a buddy. My dad, who had dropped us 
off at the theater, was still out front in his truck. I grabbed him and 
brought him inside to buy the tickets and we were still told, “no.” 
The Varsity closed in 2003, but reopened a few years later, however 
they were no longer showing movies: it had become a venue for live 
theatrical productions. 

On the other side of town sat the Fox Eastgate Theater. It had 
three screens, and when it opened in 1985 you could get admission to 
a movie, a small popcorn and small drink for just a quarter. When we 
started going to Fox Eastgate in the early ’90s, it was still quite cheap. 
I remember being an 8 -year-old and seeing Candyman there with my 
family. Halfway through the movie my dad took me to the restroom, 
where he bumped into someone he knew. This stranger stood next 
to me at the urinal and asked me what I thought of the movie. I 
remember saying it was “scary when he popped out of the mirror.” 
This interaction may have been the first time I realized I didn’t like 
people conversing with me in the restroom. Fox Eastgate Theater was 
housed in the same mini mall as Circus Video. It closed in 2001. 

Then there was the AMC which is what we called it at the time. 
It was indeed owned by AMC Theatres and had eight screens, so 
perhaps it was known as the “AMC 8,” but we just stuck with the 
truncated version. This was the real happening theater, the fittest that 
would outlive all the rest. Eventually plans were announced that AMC 
was going to open an identical theater, albeit more updated, directly 
across the street inside of the mall. This theater, also equipped with 
eight screens, would come to be known as the “Showplace 8” amongst 
everyone. I decided to apply for job at this new theater. I wasn’t too 
long out of high school. . . maybe 19 or 20 at the time. They must have 
really been desperate because I got the job. One of the cool aspects of 
this job was that I split my time between the two theaters. This was 
one of the most fun jobs I ever had, and I still think back on it fondly. 
Unfortunately, toward the end of my time there, the theater came 
under new management and seemingly almost overnight the ‘summer 
camp’ vibe was gone and replaced with a more orderly regime. Soon 
after that, I put in my two weeks and moved back up to Chicago. 

I’ll never forget racing to clean the theaters after a packed show 
got out in hopes of finding money on the floor (which, a lot of times, 
you did). I’ll never forget the time some guy flashed me his dick when 
buying candy at the concession stand. I’ll also never forget eating the 
old hot dogs which had been spinning on the heating rack all day, 


too desperate and hungry to let this gross food go to waste. But most 
of all, I’ll never forget the smell that popcorn and soda sitting in a 
trashcan all day creates. 


Somebody Bring 
Me a “Fuck Boy” 
and a La Croix 

Alright, so I 
am going to out 
myself. I am a 
single punk lady 
and it’s something 
that I have a really 
hard time not 
thinking about 
constantly. One of the best things about having a long term partner is 
that I spent zero time thinking about how to get laid. Obviously, I am 
a progressive person who thinks being a slut is pretty cool if you do it 
safely, but I am certainly not good at it. 

I downloaded Tinder for about 53 minutes once in solidarity with 
my roommate but I found myself only okaying people because their 
picture was with a cool van or like... a giraffe. So I promptly deleted 
it. (My roommate, however, is a pro. If you’re ever in Minneapolis 
swiping and see the moniker “smoke beer” approve Wade for fun and 
a face fusion of you and probably a cute dog picture his trainer brother 
took.) 

Here’s my experience in Minneapolis. If you are a prominent 
punk femme, men are terrified of you. How is it that a woman in four 
bands, who makes cool ass art, books countless shows at the coolest 
punk house in town (that she owns) hasn’t gotten laid in 3 months? Its 
not like I can’t, it’s just... well, maybe it’s self-preservation. But hey! 
When I leave town I have no problem meeting and connecting with 
the most amazing men, who think I am amazing too. I don’t even have 
to try, cool stuff just happens to me. In fact, when my band Junkbomb 
went on tour last winter I got to smooch pretty much every dude I have 
had a crush on over the past half a decade of this band stuff. 

In March of last year my LT partner and I broke up. It’s been 
what? 18 months but I still feel freshly single and confused as 
hell. (Meanwhile, he’s in a relationship that celebrates six month 
anniversaries by posting pictures of their fancy meal on Instagram.) 
I haven’t “dated” anyone since. I just have been making mix tapes 
and being infatuated by far away, over 30 super punks with Hickey 
tattoos. (If there is one thing I have been able to figure out over the last 
year and a half of being single, is that my type is if you have a Hickey 
tattoo, I will probably make out with you. Also, if you are familiar 
with Minneapolis you’d probably point me in the direction of Mike 
Wilson about now but slow your roll. We have been touring/playing in 
bands together for years - it’s just not happening. Sorry, Mikey. Love 
ya, beeboo. . . Maybe that’s just my problem.) 

Last summer two people I adore dearly got married in Athens, 
GA. My very, very fucky breakup was fresh as hell and I was so 
relieved to be reunited and have a partner in crime, in a friend who I 
never get to see because he hails from Seattle, WA. It was refreshing 
to have someone to Almost Famous it up in a hotel room complete 
with dancing in our underwear and champagne. Hung over every 
morning of the vacation, we would go eat at this faux ‘50s diner 
downtown. Over sort of crappy eggs I ask him, “Is it a thing that cis 
punk guys don’t want to date ladies who are moving and shaking in 
their community?” 

“It’s totally a thing.” 

Ugh, but why?! 

Is it something like because I am so awesome that people are 
afraid to see me casually? Are they waiting for the “right time” because 
I am such a deep person that I “deserve” the undivided attention of a 
dude and that is just too much to ask? Wait a minute! We haven’t even 
made out yet, man. Chill! I am not even that into monogamy right now. 



And then there’s those guys who you absolutely adore and love 
every bit of them but their dicks. What is up with that?! 

When expressing these concerns with some people I am often 
greeted with the suggestion of maybe trying to date outside of the 
“scene.” Sure there are many dudes out there that aren’t necessarily 
“punk” but I could probably connect with. I tried picking up a dude last 
winter from my regular dive bar. He was hilarious, well-traveled, easy 
to talk to, liked Radiohead (eww). But once something “happened” 
between us he ran away just the same as all the other ones. I am just 
going to not make it more confusing and to stick with guys I don’t 
have to explain Discogs or volunteering at Extreme Noise to. 

I am just so lost. If anyone has advice for me I’d fucking love 
it — I need it. In the meantime you’ll catch me laying on the hard 
wood floor listening to Flipper’s Generic , reading The Heart is a 
Lonely Hunter for the umpteenth time, and waiting for a text from a 
sexy nerd-lurker begging me to run away with him. 


CCTV @ Rancho Relaxo 
- photos by ray martinez - 
Hortense Powdermaker @ No Friends HQ 
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Filth Fest Milwaukee is an annual festival that 
'aspires to create an inclusive, intentionally Queer 
space showcasing Queer voices while raising 
money for local Queer organizations. 

Lineup coming soon! 

- FILTHFESTMKE.COM 



Agoraphobic Nosebleed - Arc CD/LP 
(Relapse) 

Let me start this interview by indicating that 
at various times in my life have been one 
of the most rabid Agoraphobic Nosebleed 
fans imaginable. Something about their 
blown- out drum machine grind whirlwind 
of insensitive humor and terminal nihil- 
ism made perfect sense to me. And I knew 
that this album was coming. Agoraphobic 
Nosebleed are now performing at Death- 
fests across the world and have expanded 
beyond the two-piece bedroom-grind ex- 
perimentalists (now a four-piece band,) 
that Id once loved. Arc is the first album is 
a four-album arc that Agoraphobic Nose- 
bleed are in the process of executing, in 
which each band member gets their chance 
to pen the Agoraphobic Nosebleed album 
theyd like to see realized. What’s realized 
on Arc (band member Kat’s contribution to 
the series,) is completely straight-forward 
NOLA-centric sludge rock, with Acid Bath, 
Eyehategod, or Iron Monkey all working as 
apt references to the aesthetic Agorapho- 
bic Nosebleed have sought to achieve. One 
of my gripes here is that essence of sludge 
rock is that it’s born from the blues, and 
it emanates from the human, the soul, the 
heart. Against the machinery of drum ma- 
chine programming the whole swamp met- 
al vibe seems plastic or cheapened. Beyond 
that - dare I say my biggest issue is that 
there’s nothing about this release that feels 
at all Agoraphobic Nosebleed (“certainly 
this must be a different band?”) With Arc’s 
gravely serious lyrical content, there’s a very 
real part of me wondering what happened 
to the band that penned such anthems as 
“Hungry Homeless Handjob” and “Bones 
In One Bag (Organs In Another)” - Ted 
Sweeney 

Altes Schwert - Demo CS 
(altesschwert.bandcamp.com) 



This demo sounds like an early band prac- 
tice. The songs are filled with moments 
where the momentum stops and breaks 
into improvised or unrehearsed jams and 
there is cohesion missing between the dif- 
ferent members playing style. That being 
said, the sound might not be there, but the 
vision is solid. They sound a bit like the 
neo-new wave that was big in Ireland in the 
early 2000s with bands like Humanzi and 
The Immediate, a little too soft and poppy 
to be post-hardcore and a bit too loose and 
punchy to be indie rock. This four song cas- 
sette may not be a recommend from me, 
but I’m very excited to hear what they put 
out next, and isn’t that what demos are for? 
- Nathan Miller 


Always Never Fun / PowerxChuck - split EP 
(Here and Now Records) 

This is a short, exciting ride of sorts. I was 
left looking for the thin line that separates 
Italian and Australian HXC, and I deter- 
mined it must have something to do with 
the direction the water spins when one 
flushes the toilet. Or making sure there 
isn’t a koala bear repelling down a rope 
into your high school gymnasium. I heard 
somewhere that great Pizza makes for great 
hardcore. I dunno... Anyway, on with the 
review. PowerxChuck does some crazy shit 
like Spazz used to do vocally. Except in- 
stead of three people screaming, it’s two. 
They play short powerviolence tunes. The 
band mentioned in an interview they de- 
cided to play music together while listening 
to a Charles Bronson record. They throw 
in some slow breakdowns and wailing 
Slayer-like solos for good measure. We all 
strive to be unique, like unicorns. Or turds. 
Some metallic riffage going on with these 
Aussie pies. They have a song that’s like 1:23 
seconds long. Who the fuck do they think 
they are, Rush? ANF is what happens when 
PowerxChuck goes to Italy. In fact ANF 


(with some photos 
'‘by andy junkand 
pay martxnez) 


is probably PowerxChuck playing a really 
fucked up joke on everyone. Just kidding. 
ANF does sound like a crustier Powerx- 
Chuck though. The drummer does that re- 
ally fast d-beat thing I keep hearing about. 
Is it called D-beat because it sounds like a 
dishwasher? A dryer maybe? Dryer beat... 
I like that. Imagine a crusty Spazz. They’d 
probably be called Crazz. - Nitin 


Anal Butt - Also Pays Tribute to The Smiths 
2015 Demo CS 
(SPHC Records) 

...what can I say? ANAL BUTT shits out 
75 poopy sounding farts on guitar and 
drums.... Maybe a bass. Definitely mince 
and grindcore influence with Noise. For 
fans of Anal Blast, Sept Star Sect, Anal 
Cunt — anything with anal in it really. It 
sucks but I know people who would like it. 
Don’t buy it. Sexist and misogynist words 
read “hello to cunts and shitnoise bastards 
and IL.” Nice. I’ll literally burn it after I fin- 
ish this sentence. I feel better now. - Harold 
M. 


Aneurysm - Veronica EP 
(Tor Johnson Records) 

When I first got this 7” I sighed due to the 
unfortunate artwork, but after putting it 
on I was super surprised. It’s good. Com- 
ing out in late 2015 I am actually bummed 
I hadn’t heard it earlier than right now. It’s 
not that it’s hard to explain but the music 
exists in that weird line between punk, ga- 
rage and noise rock while still being able to 
sound cohesive. If I were to compare them 
to current bands it would have to be Tropi- 
cal Trash or Cursed Graves with fuzzed out 
spacey vocals. Also the lyrical content is 
snarky and sarcastic reminding me of Born 
Against or Feederz. Check it out, worth a 
listen. Probably won’t be your favorite re- 
cord, but it’s not bad. - Eric Wally 



Email digital downloads or links to artist/ 
label run sites (no streaming only!) to: 
nofriendszinereviews(at)gmail.com 




Angkor Wrack / The Monoliths - Split EP 
(Mastermind/ Webmaster/ Cult Pump) 

Angkor Wrack plays the same three chord 
riff for their entire side of this split EP. That 
could pan out great if they were a bunch 
of 14-year-olds that cant play for shit but 
are filled with passion, but that’s not what’s 
happening here. I listened to their side 
multiple times to make sure I didn’t miss 
anything and I truly think there’s nothing 
to miss. The Monoliths side of this is a little 
more dynamic. They play mid-tempo low 
energy garage rock, but the sloppy layered 
vocals and loose drums give it a frantic and 
dirty sound. They are probably fun to watch 
in a shitty bar - Paul Schwartz 

Ankh - Ankh CS 
(1980 Records) 

Mysterious ambient/experimental project. 
Mortis and Les Legions Noires had a baby, 
gave it a MicroKorg for Pagan Christmas, 
got really high, and created these long me- 
andering black metal/industrial jams. Their 
namesake is the belt buckle of the mother 
goddess, the double-edged axe, the jewelry 
of righteous feminist teenagers world-wide: 
but why name your project after the symbol 
of eternal life and title songs like Death and 
Black Hole? - gaybobz 

Animal Daydream - Citrus EP 
(Jigsaw Records) 

Mellow power pop with soft rock harmo- 
nies, falsettos and “ooohs.” Citrus is spot 
on title as a title for the record, sunny and 
sweet. The clean production reveals bird 
sounds in the background and delayed lay- 
ered vocals. The lyrics are a bit boring/soul- 
less. - gaybobz 

Antifaces - Sonidos Reciclados CS 
(antifaces.bandcamp.com) 

No surrender, no frills, hardcore tinged 
Latino punk rock en espanol from the 
criminally overlooked punk haven that is 
Miami, FL. The dual female/ male vocals re- 
ally set this off. Both Michi and Gordo are 
in the brutal as hell Nunhex, and it’s a treat 
to hear them playing just as viciously with 
this new group - albeit a completely differ- 
ent style of punk. Unfortunately the j-card 
suffers from the classic problem of tiny, 


blown out copy shop layout art, making 
the lyrics nearly impossible to read (at least 
for this old man who’s literally current- 
ly going blind in one eye). All nine songs 
on this tape rip (especially “El Mundo del 
Dolor” and “No Es Tarde” - with its Poison 
Idea-esque opening riff). Get this tape, and 
get your ass to Miami. Very recommended. 

- Ray M. 

Ape Unit-Turd EP 
(Here and Now Records) 

Italian grindcore with a sense of humor. 
Song titles suggest these guys are jokers and 
I’m down with that. “The Will To Smith” 
and “Don’t Touch The Forbidden Congas” 
are examples of what I’m feeling. Can’t un- 
derstand the lyrics anyway as they are the 
typical high schreechy and low gutteral guy. 
It’s all executed well and has all the parts of 
good grindcore, but it doesn’t stand out too 
much to me. Nothing really latched on and 
made me notice. Decent record, check if 
you are a fan of grind. - Eric Apnea 

Appalachian Terror Unit - We Don’t Need 
Them LP 

(Profane Existence/Ruin Nation Records/ 
Skuld Releases) 

As a whole this is a really good record. The 
overall aesthetic of this record is awesome 
and for the $12 you’d pay for this record 
new is totally worth it. Fast and heavy po- 
litically fueled anarcho/crust punk which 
I’m usually not into, but it’s such a well- 
rounded record. Every song and sound clip 
fits perfectly. The outro on the A- side is 
epic and the entire B-side is represented as 
one complete song. Bold move and totally 
works. If you are into Nausea this is for you. 
Personally I would have liked this record 
more if it were a little dirtier sounding but 
Appalachian Terror Unit has been a band 
for 10 years now and they know what they 
are doing. I am super late to the party on 
this band and am very excited to check out 
their earlier stuff and whatever comes next. 

- Eric Wally 

Autarkeia / Republic Of Dreams- split EP 
(IFB / Moment of Collapse / React with Pro- 
test / Suspended Soul / Zegema Beach) 

This split shows two different and ass kick- 
ing approaches to a short 
and sweet screamo 7”. 
From Germany & Poland, 
Republic of Dreams’ side 
consists of four rippers, 
three of which are under 
a minute in length. Lots 
of chaotic drumming, 
dissonant melodies, and 
screamy political vocals; 
a strong Orchid/ Ampere 
influence. Florida’s Au- 
tarkeia takes a slower ap- 
proach with one track full 
of tortured, throat- shred- 
ding vocals and uncon- 
ventional structure that 
reminds me of Ebullition/ 
Gravity style bands like 
Portraits of Past. - Garvey 


Avenue Z - Azimut LP 
(Slovenly Recordings) 

A full LP’s worth of spacey/arty garage 
rock. Kinda reminds me of a bland version 
of Vee Dee on the harder rocking songs. It’s 
not bad at any point, but it just never real- 
ly closes the deal. Lyrics in French, which 
I suppose doesn’t help in that regard. Then 
again, truly great records transcend the lan- 
guage barrier. - Dan Agacki 

The Ballantynes - Dark Drives, Life Signs 

LP/CD 

(La-Ti-Da) 

The title and artwork for this album had me 
convinced I was in for some kind of insipid 
post-hardcore or bland emotive indie-rock 
fair. Instead it’s an album full of jaw- drop- 
ping dancefloor ready, big beat, mod- 
tinged, neo-Northern Soul! That’s what I 
get for judging a record by its cover, like an 
asshole. Rich horns, steady backbeats, lush 
lead vocals, clever and inspired arrange- 
ments, and completely on point backups. 
This is some high quality stuff! It reminds 
me very much of the bands like the Inciters 
and the Adjusters that were helping usher 
in the mod soul revival at the tail end of 
the Third Wave Ska explosion. What I re- 
ally love about this album is that it moves 
beyond all the Tamla/Motown templates 
a lot of similar bands lean on so heavily. 
The retro feel from this album is only there 
because, well, when was the last time you 
heard a ‘60s style soul album? Besides the 
fact that the style they’re playing is of a cer- 
tain vintage, everything about this record is 
incredibly new and original. The fact that 
the Ballantynes manage to sound very now 
while maintaining such a classic and time- 
less sound is amazing. I feel like I’ve been 
listening to these songs my entire life, but at 
the same time am constantly finding myself 
surprised when each song takes a turn for 
the unexpected in a style of music that’s be- 
come American popular background noise 
over the course of the past 50 years. It’s the 
dead of winter, and the power is out at our 
house, and I don’t really care because I’ve 
got the comforting and blanketing sounds 
of this album coming out of my laptop to 
keep me warm till the electrician shows up 
tomorrow (hopefully!). Also, the lead male 
and female vocalists have two of the best 
voices I’ve heard in a while - I’d buy a duet 
album of them singing the listings out of 
the phone book. Throw on your parka, grab 
your sharp dressed partner, hop on your 
Vespa and motor down to the record shop 
and grab this album and dance it up all 
night long. Very recommended! - Ray M. 

Batpiss - Biomass LP 
(Poison City) 

Noisy punk rock from Australia with hints 
of New Bomb Turks and TAD. This record 
is very aggressive with an urgency to pum- 
mel you into submission. The nine tracks 
fluctuate from noise rock to garage to Ston- 
er rock. Lots of hooks that keep you inter- 
ested. - F. Ramirez 

Bazooka - Useless Generation CD/LP 
(Slovenly) 



skizophrenia candy) 



New 2016 release from Greece. I could only 
get my hands on a few tracks from this re- 
lease but as far as I can tell its noisy psy- 
che rock that gets rather melodic at times. 
Reminds me a bit of Devo in parts. Sharp 
guitar tones with a spacey delayed sound. 
Kinda dark with intense build ups that cli- 
max rather chaotically. - Morgan R 

Birds of Paradise - Fremont St. Experience 
CS 

(Shake! / KYB) 

Montreal duo Birds of Paradise have typ- 
ically leaned on the folk, nearly country 
side of “psych,” but explore other regions 
of the genre on their latest cassette release, 
Fremont St. Experience. The pair, Hannah 
Lewis and partner Roy Vucino both per- 
form with the group Red Mass and Vucino 
has a laundry list of other psych projects 
he’s currently involved in. As Birds of Para- 
dise, they’ve only released a handful of 7”s. 
At a track listing of seven songs, this ap- 
ears their longest player to date. It doesn’t 
ave the feel of a concept album though; 
as each track is unique enough to feel dis- 
parate. Nearly every track features a guest 
musician or two. The through line is the 
fuzzy, quirky take on psych-pop/bluesy ga- 
rage and production style— all tracks were 
recorded by Vucino. The excellent opener, 
“Awake in Dreams” showcases Lewis’ bluesy 
vocals best. A few tracks sound looser, like 
the two just got drunk and messed around 
in the studio like “A_hole” which repeats 
the chorus, “you’re an asshole/fucking as- 
shole.” While they still lean on Magnolia 


Electric Co. and Jason Molina, some 80s 
pop seems to have had an influence on this 
release. “A-Bomb Baby” sounds like a grit- 
tier garage version of the B-52s, and “Rock 
n Roll Wedding” has a chorus that unapol- 
ogetically rips Bow Wow Wow’s “I Want 
Candy.” Tracks “Unew U” and “I Found 
You” are pretty straightforward (but fun) 
garage rock. While the release feels more 
like a collection of songs rather than an al- 
bum, it’s a great sampler of what these two 
musicians can do. - Amelinda B. 

Black Monuments - II CS 
(Independent Fries) 

It’s tempting to lump this into the “sad mu- 
sic for sad people” category, but Black Mon- 
uments are set apart from most synth-play- 
ing goth bands by how fucking loud they 
are. It’s totally possible that they used 
fancy gear to record this, but everything 
is cranked with so much volume that the 
instruments blend together in a single dis- 
torted mass. The songwriting feels both ag- 
gressive and gloomy in a way that reminds 
me of Autonomy’s faster and more punk 
songs, benefiting a great deal from Mc- 
Farlane’s monotone-but-expressive vocals. 
Includes several live songs on the second 
side, but they took the (annoying) mysteri- 
ous approach and only give a list of titles for 
the four studio-recorded songs. - Clement 
Wink 

Black Monuments - S/T EP 
(Independent Fries) 

Black Monuments Self-Titled gives us just 


enough of a taste of their bare bones synth - 
punk to be wanting more. Obvious com- 
parisons to the Screamers are impossible 
not to make, but in all fairness, that is the 
case for almost any synth-punk band. To 
me the vocals actually sound inherently 
Anarcho, I immediately felt Flux Of Pink 
Indians vibes, and in a good way. They have 
a minimalist, yet energetic feel that I would 
love to experience live. - Chago 

Black Monuments - Tape CS 
(Independent Fries) 

Simply structured synthesizer punk with 
aggressive vocals and nice simple drums 
that drive the songs forward; boom cha 
boomboom cha. On the first half of the 
tape the songs sound mostly the same, but 
hey, consistency isn’t a bad thing! The last 
song is less harsh and more in college radio 
territory but the overall effect is heavy and 
pretty good - Bee Traverse 

Black Panties - Promo Copy EP 
(Windian) 

If this is the promo copy, what’s the official? 
This record kicks, start to finish, all killer 
no filler. To make a very light comparison, 
there is a slight Fucked Up sound, meaning 
Fucked Up circa “Police” not “seven min- 
utes of a riff of spacey Pink Floyd hardcore.” 
Black Panties is a rare example of a band 
that pulls off hardcore but is also incredibly 
catchy. It’s rocking yet mean, it’s weird but 
familiar; and it all fits together in a refresh- 
ingly solid fashion. Snag if you can, or wait 
for the non-promo (?) copy of whatever rad 
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record this St. Louis powerhouse puts out. 

- Ian J. 

Black Planet - Betty No flexi 
(Let’s Pretend Records) 

My only complaint about this release is 
that there’s only one song on the flexi. 
Other than the fact that it’s a fucking flexi. 
The song, “Betty No,” sounds like an Uber 
ride home from the bar at 2:30 am where 
you’re just drunk enough and you’re trying 
not to text your ex. A little garage rock, a 
little rock’n’roll, with a Id’ bit of post-punk 
thrown in. The song starts with a single 
bass line and over the next 3 minutes and 
45 seconds, somehow builds gradually 
into this layered and weirdly emotional 
experience. Or maybe that’s just the totally 
simple and relatable feeling of desperation 
in the chorus, “I want you/I want you so 
bad/ And I want you/ It’s making me mad.” 
The use of feedback and occasional vocal 
distortion are tasteful instead of feeling 
gimmicky, and everything seems to meld 
together seamlessly. Every time I’ve lis- 
tened to this song (which is, at this point, 
a lot of fucking times), I notice something 
different, and I can’t get enough. - Mary V. 

Bleed the Pigs / Thetan - split 12” 
(Anti-Corp/Dead Tank/IFB) 

Initially the record art made me think I 
was gonna hate this and well... I wasn’t that 
far off with my assumption. The art looks 
like a watered down rendition of some bar 
metal band like Baroness or something. Ya 
know... snakes, skulls, flowing hair... yeah. 
At first I played the Theton side on the 
wrong speed and hated it (too fast) then I 
played it on the correct speed and still didn’t 
like it that much. It is some kind of take on 
grindcore with a really off- sounding guitar 
tone. The vocals were decent but overall 
the band sounded really dated to me, like 
something from the early 2000s that you 
still have in your record collection for sen- 
timental reasons but actually don’t enjoy 
listening to anymore. Does that make any 
sense? Probably not. Ok, next up we have 
Bleed the Pigs. Band name coupled with 
the font chosen to portray said band name 
already filled me with reservations right off 
the bat, but I tried to ignore that and forged 
onward... I was pretty into the super drawn 
out wall-of-feedback intro track and had 
my fingers crossed for what was to follow... 
not bad. Fast and heavy hardcore with PV 
elements at times. Blast parts are solid, lot 
of mid-paced parts, scathing vocals. It was 
like Mind Eraser but with more discordant 
sounding guitars (sorry that’s the best de- 
scription I could come up with). I made it 
through their entire side so that’s good... 
also there is a neat looking etching on the 
inner portion of both sides of this record, 
which I thought looked really great. - R. 
Komen 

Bloodiest - Bloodiest LP/CD/Download 
(Relapse) 

What we have here is some experimen- 
tal, post-metal from this Chicago sextet’s 
sophomore album. What sets Bloodiest 
apart from most bands of this ilk in part 



rumores (ray) 


are the individual performances: vocal- 
ist Bruce Lamont favors chant-like drones 
and throaty incantations as opposed to 
harsh screams (his emotional delivery 
on “The Widow” is something to behold) 
while drummer, Cayce Key, provides a for- 
midable backbone. Heaviness is achieved 
through constant repetition and layering. 
There’s a large industrial influence going 
on here recalling Godflesh and Killing Joke 
(I saw them perform an amazing cover of 
Nine Inch Nails’ “Eraser” back in 2013, so 
I don’t feel I’m too off the mark). This is a 
group that doesn’t rely on “the riff” (Al- 
though, the guitar riff in “He Is Disease” 
provides one of the biggest head bangs of 
the album). Songs seduce and lull the lis- 
tener. Brute force isn’t Bloodiest’s thing. If 
cracking open a PBR and pumping your 
fist is your ideal listening experience, then 
you may want to look elsewhere. Bloodiest 
have created an album for lighting a candle 
in preparation for self-reflection. - Chris 
Avgerin 

Blood Rust - Demo Tape CS 
(SPHC) 

Ex-members of Lotus Fucker pound out a 
familiar, but well-executed, brand of raw 
hardcore punk. The best part of it for me 
is the call and response vocals, which are 
always super effective. Most of this, while 
gooa, isn’t breaking the mold or anything. 
Don’t get me wrong, this tape rages enough, 
but I would be interested to hear if their 
next recording progresses this sound at all. 
- Chago 


Bombsite - 1994 CD 
(Self-Released) 

This is a posthumous discography of 
a Minneapolis band that existed from 
1993-95. It appears to be self-released, 
but was released in conjunction with the 
Extreme Noise 20th anniversary festival 
in 2014. Bombsite played melodic punk, 
very similar to what a lot of Midwestern 
bands were doing at the time. I think it’s a 
bit above the pack though. The vocals and 
songwriting are really on point, making 
me wonder why I’ve never heard of them 
before. They remind me a lot of Dag Nas- 
ty, and reminded my roommate of Baxter. 
Good stuff. - Chris Gottlieb 

Broken Windows - Burn The Clubs (Demo 
2015) 

(brokenwindow6 1 6.bandcamp.com) 

Not too long after issue #2 of this zine came 
out, we got a sick package from Grand 
Rapids that had a really fucking nice and 
inspiring letter. Then Generacion Suicida 
flew out from LA to the Midwest to play 
only two shows - one in Chicago, and one 
in. . . Grand Rapids. Let’s get this clear, the 
Midwest is fucking on fire right now with 
amazing punk. Broken Windows are fur- 
ther proof positive. “Winter’s Grasp” tack- 
les what might be the most Midwest of all 
topics, the seasonal depression that comes 
every goddamn winter - “I’m having a hard 
time/trying to get out/ the end is near/but it 
seems so far away/I’m trying my hardest/ to 
avoid/ the reality/of what’s in front of me.” 
Good, short songs, with great dual vocal 
parts. Check it and get your ass to Grand 
Rapids. I know I’m gonna try to. - Ray M. 

Broken Windows - Tape CS 
(Independent Fries) 

Catchy ‘80s hardcore punk stuff that sounds 
a little like it could have been lost in some 
Mystic Records/Nardcore archives, which is 
right up my alley. It’s well- recorded and the 
lyrics can be a little hokey at times, but so 
earnest and endearing! It’s short and sweet 
and has all the right spirit. Good tape! Who 
are y’all? Want to come play a show at my 
house? - Bee Traverse 

Bruiser Queen / The Turn It Offs- split EP 
(Miss Molly) 

The Turn It Offs kick things off with a 
straight forward garage rock tune with a 
dash of Ramones-y flare. This is followed 
up with a surfier jam featuring some gnarly 
sounding guitar. Both songs have a grit- 
ty, just-this-side-of-blown-out boom box 
quality in the recording that works well. 
Bruiser Queen offer up two demo versions 
of songs I assume are available elsewhere. 
Having never heard this band before, I’m 
not sure how they compare to the regular 
versions. What I do know is this is really 
cool garagey punk that reminds me of some 
of the earlier Soviettes material. Simple, 
catchy two piece rock with a similar pro- 
duction aesthetic as The Turn It Offs’ side. 
A nice looking screen printed cover rounds 
things out. - Jim Gies 




Burning - Silver After Death CS 
(soundcloud.com/vatren) 

Burning (formerly Prostate) have been 
an active force on the Minneapolis scene 
for a few years, and they have never failed 
to disappoint. Silver After Death follows 
their 2013 RIP VIP CD on Phage Tapes, 
and displays a definite focus on this driv- 
ing industrial project. This tape is eerily 
melodic, aggressive, and guaranteed to 
get the most stoic, arm-crossed show-go- 
er nodding along. All the ferocity of their 
live shows is transferred through these 
tracks — staggered percussion, dark synths, 
tight programming, anguished vocals. In a 
lot of ways, Burning is still a supergroup of 
Minneapolis musicians, but the music they 
put forth is forceful and intricately crafted, 
a singular beast all its own. From the mech- 
anized percussion of “Black Dolphin” to the 
antagonizing polyrhythms of “Bodyheat,” 
this is highly recommended for fans of Ein- 
stiirzende Neubauten, Laibach, and early 
industrial. - Thomas B. 

The Business Machines - S/T CD 
(Crimecore) 

I would have loved this band in high school. 
The Business Machines play sloppy metallic 
hardcore, ala bands that used to offer their 
demo CD on Instrife.com. Sometimes the 
samples are longer than the songs. I guess 
this is a compilation of everything the band 
did between 2002 and 2009, but I cant see 
much development between songs. The 
singer has a good intensity to their screamy 


vocals but everything else is pretty lacking. 

- Ed Blair 

The Carnival - Hengen Juhlaa EP 
(Krypta Records/ Paha Tukka Elama Levyt) 

Usually I’m not super into thrash but this 
record is not your everyday Municipal 
Waste garbage. This is Finnish thrash with 
harsh black metal undertones. I actually 
google translated some of the lyrics because 
I’m a dumb American and can only speak 
one language. This record is hard. Both 
thrash and black metal aren’t my preferred 
forms of music but this record is in a great 
middle ground that I can enjoy. It’s like if 
Tampere SS and Riistetyt had a bleak baby. 

- Eric Wally 

The Charley Few - The Few, The Proud CS 
(This Fucking City) 

I can tell that the guys at No Friends HQ 
have my best interests in mind because they 
gave me an Oi! cassette to review. This will 
make for a great gift, as my mother abso- 
lutely loves Oi! music. The second track 
“Never Gave Up” begins with the lyrics “I 
never gave up on Oi!/Oi! never gave up on 
me!” and goddamnit that just says it all. It’s 
a straight-to-the-point description of the 
culture. If you’re into Oi! you’re very likely 
a lifer; a decision you made as a teenager 
when you got a boot tattooed on the side 
of your throat. I’m not well versed in the 
genre, but I like Cock Sparrer as much as 
the next bloke. That being said, these skin 
dawgs hail from Philly so I wasn’t sure what 


to think. Before putting it in the tape deck I 
made a mental checklist of what makes up 
a great Oi! album. First and most impor- 
tantly, will there be gang vocals? Yes, you 
can bet your sweet ass there’s gang vocals. 
Okay, great, but is there also an insert with 
a band photo showcasing all of their boots, 
bonus points if one of the band members is 
giving the UK two finga salute? Check and 
mate my friend. If you like throwing your 
arm around a skinbyrd in the pit while you 
chant the word “skinhead!” in unison then 
this is for you. - Sloppy Pile 

Cheap Appeal - Demo CS 
(Slow Death) 

Pretty solid debut from these Canadians. 
This demo is a good mix of fast hardcore 
and catchy hooks. At times it’s just straight 
up fast punk but still has a hardcore feel. 
The guitar playing on this really sticks out, 
solid riffs with little leads that add nice 
hooks. The singer, Terry was in Vacant State 
and this band shares a similar sound and 
Terry’s vocals have a distinct sound. Hon- 
estly, his vocals were the one thing that I 
didn’t like. But the more I listened to this 
demo, I started to enjoy them. With just six 
songs and about 10 minutes of music, it’s a 
perfect length to click repeat and zone out 
to some rad songs. - Nicolai 

The Chemicals - Out of My Mind EP 
(Moonbean) 

Moonbean Records have dug up and re- 
released yet another forgotten gem. Mon- 
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treals The Chemicals originally released 
this single in 1985 and broke up shortly 
after. Perhaps the split was caused because 
half of the band wanted to sound like the 
Police and the other half wanted to sound 
like Protex and the Buzzcocks. Either way, 
that is what the band sounds like, and 
the clashing of influences is glorious. The 
B-side especially, imagine ’77 punk through 
a Canadian 1980s college rock 
lens. - Nathan Miller 

Chicos De Nazca - Fire Ride LP 
(HoZac) 

This record was clearly made 
for riding a convertible 
through the desert on some 
kind of substance. On that 
ride, Chicos operate some- 
where between Dinosaur Jr. 
and Slowdive. The psych-rock 
guitar played over a shoegaze 
rhythm is both trippy and 
tight, but this album definite- 
ly only has one mode. If you 
want to slow-nod to head-in- 
the-clouds spacey rock, you 
will enjoy this record. - Chago 

CHUD- Self Titled 7” 

(Let’s Pretend Records) 

Nasty punk’n’roll from Bloom- 
ington featuring pissy vocals 
and some serious riffage. I could have 
truly done without the minute long barn- 
yard-noise interlude, “12 Gauge,” but oth- 
erwise it’s a solid release. The A- side kicks 
the shit out of the B-side, no contest, but 
none of the songs really warrant skipping. 
There’s no lyric sheet, but based on the few 
words I could make out, the songs are lyr- 
ically rude, snotty, and self-depreciating— 
which honestly I’m pretty into. I heard a 
rumor that this band is dead now, which is 
a bummer now that I’ve actively listened to 
the 7”, but I’ll definitely be keeping it on ro- 
tation for at least a while longer. - Mary V. 

Chrome Over Brass - Chrome Over Brass LP 
(Deathwish) 

Have you ever listened to High On Fire and 
thought, “Gee, I wonder what it would be 
like if none of these songs had vocals and all 
you had was the long intro before the verse 
kicks in?” Me neither. But, this is exact- 
ly what it would sound like. This is heavy, 
prog-ed out stoner metal that cuts to the 
chase for those with short attention spans. 
Short bursts of percussive flair smack you 
in the face for 20 minutes while razor-sharp 
riffs slice. Chrome Over Brass is the brain- 
child of drummer/studio wizard, Alex Gar- 
cia- Rivera of American Nightmare (Give 
Up The Ghost). All tracks were written 
and recorded by the multi- instrumentalist 
in his own studio. Garcia- Rivera is a gifted 
drummer and his chops are well on display 
here. Each track seems to showcase a differ- 
ent aspect of his playing. That’s not to say 
that this is mere showboating; far from it. 
Each of these compositions are thorough- 
ly head-bang worthy; they just happen to 
have great drumming, too. Check this out 
if you’re into bite-sized stoner metal and 


lessons on how to compose a drum beat. - 
Chris Avgerin 

Constant Insult - Self Titled 12” 

(Let’s Pretend Records) 

I thought I was going to hate this record, 
but two songs in and I was having flash- 
backs to riding my bike around Gainesville, 
ugly crying over some breakup. This album 
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is total apathetic, low-self-esteem, denim- 
vest-pop -punk. The songs themselves are 
cool enough, well written with cool riffs 
and interesting structure, but what really 
won me over are the dual vocals, which re- 
ally tie the whole release together and add 
the dimension that I personally find lack- 
ing from some similar genre artists. Catchy, 
heartfelt, and well done. This record is a 
must have for The Fest goers and general 
college town pop-punkers. - Mary V. 

Corporation Of Consumption / CxOxSx - 
Eat My Tail 12” 

(Here and Now!) 

I’ll start with Corporation of Consumption 
side first, which was my least favorite of 
this split. These guys are straight up grind- 
core that sounds almost identical to Insect 
Warfare. The song “Out of Control” is the 
shortest and best song on their side. It’s just 
a nice fast ripper with cool stops and starts. 
CxOxSx seems to be the goofier of the two 
bands. They start their side with a song 
called “Birdbrains,” which is just a chicken 
clucking. CxOxSx throw down what they 
called “ultra fast core.” They aren’t lying, 
this is all go, no slow. Their recording is a 
little more raw, and less produced, which I 
think adds a nice touch. Both bands utilize 
the dual vocals, where one is cookie mon- 
ster and the other is the screamer. I could 
do without the cookie monster but I guess 
that’s part of this style. - Nicolai 

Crazy & The Brains - Brain Freeze EP 
(Baldy Longhair) 

This is a two song record that is Slurpee 
themed in many ways. A Slurpee is fea- 
tured on both the cover and center label. 
The vinyl matches said Slurpee’s hue and 


the EP’s name speaks for itself. The mu- 
sic here shares some similarities with the 
frosty beverage as well. Super sweet power 
pop that heavily features xylophone. The 
songs are short, the lyrics are straight for- 
ward, and the hooks are there. I dig these 
two songs, but like the mighty Slurpee, too 
much of this in one sitting could lead to 
some discomfort. These tracks, though, are 
a fun summer treat. - Jim Gies 

The Creeps - Eulogies LP 
(It’s Alive) 

If I was a lazy writer I would 
say this album sounds incred- 
ibly Canadian, and not in a 
good way, and then just leave 
it at that. Goddamnit, if I had 
any kind of balls I would just 
leave it at that. This album 
might suck but I’m a lazy POS, 
so who really cares about my 
opinion. For the record, it’s my 
opinion that this sounds like 
“shit emo.” Not just regular of 
emo, but shit emo. But quite 
honestly, I’m turning in my 
reviews way past the deadline 
and I’m worried Ray and Jim 
are already not stoked and if 
they saw a single run on sen- 
tence for a review they would be 
so bummed. I love those dudes 
and I don’t think I could do that to them or 
the other fine folks at No Friends hardcore 
baby boy magazine. I once heard a rumor 
that Ray has toe knuckle tattoos that read 
“STAY POSI.” The environment these guys 
create around the office is more chill than a 
shoulder massage in the middle of a shop- 
ping mall. But ifl’m going to be honest, this 
entire thing has been a ruse that allows me 
to avoid talking about this album because 
what I just described is the complete oppo- 
site of what the music sounds like here. - 
Sloppy Pile 

Daudyflin - Demo CS 
(daudyflin.bandcamp.com) 

Blown out as fuck Icelandic hardcore from 
the same family of punks that brought you 
Born. As jagged and dangerous sounding 
as broken glass. The track “Turblettir” is a 
particularly great example of how uncom- 
fortable punk music can still make you 
feel in I’ve-heard-it-all-done-before-every- 
thing-is-boring 2016. This recording also 
seemed to irritate the hell out of one of my 
roommate’s guests as she was cooking din- 
ner, which makes me love it all the more. 
She was literally cringing and tense the en- 
tire time it was on. So I’m playing it again. 
Louder. - Ray M. 

Dead - Captains Of The Void / Captains Of 
Reincarnation LP 
(We Empty Rooms) 

I offer no explanation, but Minneapolis 
has attracted a fair number of Austra- 
lians-on-tour in the last year, and we were 
lucky enough that Dead was among that 
still-growing number. Dead fall between 
punk, noise, and industrial, but still man- 
age to throw a curveball by delivering this 



limited LP of alternate versions and remix- 
es, all featuring Toshi Kasai on guitar and 
noise duties. ^Elongated Returned” is an 
alternate version of a pre-released track; 
spacey, minimal, like they spread out in 
the biggest warehouse they could find. The 
other three tracks are all remixes provided 
by Toshi. They still contain Deads punk/ 
metal/industrial energy, but with some 
chopped up intros/outros; fading vocal 
loops, chimes, panning drums. “Check The 
Exits” is the only track I wanted to skip, 
because the vocals reminded me of Ghost 
B.C. For a limited LP, not a bad release, and 
certainly an interesting addition to an al- 
ready intriguing catalog. - Thomas B. 

Dead Hero / Secta - split 12” 

(Discos MMM) 

Both Secta and Dead Hero come from Bo- 
gota, Columbia and share a lot of street 
punk sensibilities but somehow manage 
to pull off a more modern and less cheesy 
sound than what you might think of when 
you hear (or read, I guess) “street punk.” 
Secta to me have more of a classically ag- 
gressive and punishing vibe and Dead Hero 
is a little more melodic while still sound- 
ing like a classic Oi! band. Anyway, I bet it 
would be fun to get drunk to this. - Anna 
Wilkie 

Dead Procession - Rituais e Mantras do 
Medo CS 

(Labyrinth Productions) 

Metal dudes making bleak, psychedelic 
drone music. There’s something authen- 


tic about this recording, something truly 
hopeless and eternal in its dirges. Rever- 
berated moans of despondence constitute 
the bulk of the vocal work on the album, 
which is matched with snail’s crawl rifling 
that sounds like it was played from the cab- 
inets Burning Witch put up on Craigslist 
after they broke up. Periodically the churn- 
ing will crescendo via tribal drumming or 
tasteful organ swells, but otherwise this is a 
spacious, droning exploration of The Void. 
This is the perfect album to listen to while 
you look for the black hole that resides in 
the bottom of your bong. - Ted Sweeney 

Death Kart - Demo 2015 
(Shake!) 

Self described lo-fi pop and garage. Re- 
minds me of New Order with upbeat key- 
board accompaniment. Slightly goth and 
low key but reminds me a bit of late ‘80s 
new wave for some reason. From British 
Columbia. Not really my style. Wouldn’t 
drink alone to this one. - Morgan P. 

Denim - Dear March 45 
(Independent Fries) 

This record is extra mysterious in its pack- 
aging; there’s a single high-contrast image 
just below the band’s name on the front 
cover, but everything else is just plain white 
space. The record itself has the Indepen- 
dent Fries logo on one side and the names 
of the songs on the other. No contact info, 
no details about who Denim is, and no in- 
structions for what speed to play it at. I’m 
pretty sure that the “proper” speed for both 


sides is 45 RPM, but depending on your 
mood I recommend taking some liberties 
in how you set the turntable. At 33 RPM 
it’s very ambient bedroom goth with a trip 
hop feel coming from the drum machine. 
At 45 RPM it’s danceable but still carries 
a sad vibe in the deep echoing vocals. At 
78 RPM, Denim becomes rave music ap- 
proaching 200 beats per minute with vocals 
that sound like a singing Martian. Each side 
technically only has one song, but if you ask 
me the record has six song’s worth of ma- 
terial that all sound pretty cool. - Clement 
Wink 

Dirty Few / Rootbeer & Mermentau - Set Em 
Free split 45 

(Snappy Little Numbers) 

Without a doubt, root beer is hands down 
my favorite pop. Mmm, just thinking 
about it is making my mouth salivate more 
than Pig Champion at a Golden Corral. If 
you’re lucky enough to live near an existing 
Dog’n’Suds drive-in, I highly recommend 
that you treat yourself to a gallon of their 
root beer. Yeah, that’s right, you can get a 
gallon - and it’s not prepackaged either. 
They serve it into an old plastic milk jug, 
straight from the tap. None of this high end 
Jones Soda BS for street punks. Also, on 
the topic of soda, what’s with people in the 
south calling everything “Coke.” Dudes, a 
7 -Up is not a coke. While I enjoy the vul- 
gar display of vocabulary laziness, you’re 
using a corporate name in a market with 
a ton of fun names. Take for example Dr. 
Skipper. Say it out loud right now. Go on, 
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doesn’t translate well on the record. 
Eads 


Ben 


do it. “Dr. Skipper.” What fun! Speaking of 
which, I really like the name of this split, 

Set Em Free. I really appreciate the use of 
the word “Em” and it makes me think of my 
wife taking off her bra at the end of the long 
day. Ladies, I have heard there is no great- 
er joy than taking off your bra and letting 
those puppies breath. Whenever my wife is 
changing in front of me, I always encourage 
her to “set em free,” and then we both have 
a great time with her exposed perky breasts. 

This 7” is on par with some consensually 
exposed boobs. - Sloppy Pile 

Disasterbator - S/T CS 
(Shake! Records) 

Cool garage fuzz rock from Moncton, New 
Brunswick. Catchy, twangy guitar drives 
the melody (cause it had too many drinks), 
the cool and confident bass-lines walk you 
home, the beat makes you move your feet, 
and the quintessential rock’n’roll vocals tie 
it all together. Short and sassy songs, about 
love, blow-jobs, liars, and being broke, 
among other things. - Danny Bailey 

The Dogs - Swamp Gospel Promises LP 
(Astma Records) 

I opened this and thought “Oh christ, an- 
other Scandinavian garage-rock band with 
a long-ass press release, let me die,” and, 
let me record it here in print for the first 
time, I was wrong! This sounds simultane- 
ously more punk and weird and more ma- 
ture/grown-up/tight than I was expecting. 

Melodic and energetic but not in a hyper 
young party fun way— more like desperate- 
ly depressed. (My aesthetic!) Reminds me a 
lot of the Marked Men, both sonically and 
in terms of how you don’t have to be a fan 
of the genre to acknowledge that here are 
guys that are doing it really well. Honestly 
this record reminded me that most bands 
are. . . pretty bad. The whole swamp church 
Jesus amen Gun Club type stuff (ya’ll got 
swamps in Norway?) is weaker than the 
miserable breakup songs, which are great, 
but the whole thing is a pleasant surprise. 

- Alix Carl 

The Dogshit Boys - Puke! 10” 

(self-released) 

Finland’s Flashrock band, and according 
to the English liner notes, are from the 
Karjaa. Well it’s in your face. The vocals 
are standard snotty/whiney vocals similar 
to Blanks 77. And in reality the whole re- 
cord is like a Blanks 77 record, or at least 
an homage to the pogo punks. The guitars 
stay mostly mid-tempo, barely kicking up 
any real speed til the final track of the re- 
cord “Kuolema Naapureille.” That’s when 
the guitars become more frantic the tem- 
po is kicked up and the vocals get a bit 
more motor mouthy and the back-up vo- 
cals become snappy one word responses. 

Stands out in the album but nothing super 
memorable. Overall, I don’t speak Finnish 
so I can’t get too deep in the lyrical con- 
tent. Lasse Dog (singer) looks like he was 
a member of the now defunct WWE 
tag team “The Headbangers,” so thats a a . 

cool. For me to poop on! I would see DJL@@Q ULXlg % UmS (ray) 

them live. I can hear the chaos, but it *** 


Dolores de Huevos - Obras Incompletas/In- 
complete Works CS 
(Humdinger Records) 

Going from thrashy hardcore to melodic 
punk in a flash, followed by spazzy guitars 
and random breakdowns, this band is a 
mind fuck in the best way, keeping the lis- 
tener on their toes. The vocals are intense, 
pleasantly creepy, and catchy, the lyrics po- 
litical without being preachy. I can tell they 
are having fun, and not taking themselves 
too seriously but also seem to be prolific 
as fuck. I was lucky enough to play with 
them at their tape release on their US tour 
but had to mom my ass home before they 
played (it was a school night). Been kicking 
myself listening to this tape ever since. - 
gaybobz 

Double Cheese - S/T EP 
(Frantic City) 

Surfy garage rock tunes with a lil “woooo 
ooo ohs.” This band is a good mash up 
of punk with lots of fuzz and reverb. Vo- 
cals reminded me of earlj Black Lips Very 
catchy tunes, especially naby Killer,” but 
then they got the song “I Hate The ‘60s,” 
which I thought was a funny thing to sing 
about because why the ‘60s? Then I real- 
ized they were French and not American, 
which made me think that there’s tons of 
stuff they could hate about France in the 
‘60s that I am unfamiliar with. They don’t 
sing in French but in English, which made 
me wonder what it would sound like with 
French vocals because it could sound amaz- 



ing? Just throwing that out there. Maybe 
they have, which I will definitely check out. 
- Denis Chavez 

Drippies - Demo CS 
(kcrewcs.bandcamp.com) 

These KCMO punks sure know how to 
write a riff with a groove. They also manage 
to do what so many bands can’t, and that’s 
throw dweedley-weedelies into their songs 
without sounding like complete assholes. 
Hats off to that! There’s also a strong feel- 
ing of Midwest power pop coming through 
the lo-fi hiss. They’re definitely not afraid to 
write a hook. But duh. Afterall, they’re the 
Drippies, and they don’t give a fuck. - Ray 
M. 

Dronez - Corporate Funded Terror EP 
(Rywolte / dronez.bandcamp.com) 

When we were listening to all the records 
that came in and assigning them to the 
reviewers we got to this 7” and Jim goes, 
“Dronez? I fucking hate this band name.” I 
knew exactly what he meant. Fuck drones. 
Fuck living in a world where we have gam- 
ified warfare. Fuck this government that 
takes our tax dollars in order to pay some 
poor (usually white) person to sit in front 
of a computer in America and bomb some 
poor (usually brown) person. But this is 
our fucked up reality. Philly’s Dronez set 
their seething anger and frustration about 
this over relentless, galloping D-beat. Some 
bleak, and unfortunately hella real, lyr- 
ics here touching on topics such a preda- 
tor drones and police violence. Being that 
I live only a handful of blocks away from 
the Chicago Police Department’s Homan 
Square facility the song “Domestic Black- 
site” strikes a terrifying nerve. This record 
is the result of a decade plus of ceaseless 
overseas war that has slowly been creepy 
crawling back into our streets and homes. 
Highly recommended. - Ray M. 

Drug Control - Drug Control EP 
(Straight & Alert Records) 

If you can’t tell by the band and label names, 
this is a straight edge band. If that’s not 
your thing, you’re dismissed from read- 
ing the rest of this review. Straight edge 
hardcore walks a fine line between good 
and bad, and I gotta say, most falls into 
the latter category. Drug Control bypasses 
the usual pitfalls of the genre. There’s no 
tough posturing. No overly slick record- 
ing. It’s straight up rage from beginning to 
end. There’s well placed divebombs but no 
solos. The lo-fi blown out production suits 
this style of fast hardcore perfectly. Even 
the double-bass is low enough in the mix 
as to not be intrusive. Pretty solid record 
overall. - Dan Agacki 


Dusk - (do the) Bored Recluse / Too Sweet 
45 

(Forward) 

Here’s one of my favorite songwriters, Ten- 
ement’s Amos Pitsch, with a much more 
basic and muted approach. It’s sol- 
id — straightforward rock pop music 
with lovely vocal accompaniment. 
Plus holy- fuggin- shit bonus art from 



Suspicious Beasts Yusuke Okada. I would 
say this is a definite must, but I’m already 
a well- entrenched fan. However, this world, 
if you entered here for the first time, would 
be a pleasant place to begin. - James Z. 

Earthater - Demo 
(earthater.bandcamp.com) 

Total goof ball powerviolence and I love it. I 
think these guys only used one microphone 
to record, and a broken microphone at that. 
The vocals sound like if you asked anyone to 
imitate Chris Dodge’s Spazz vocals, which 
is how I sing every song I sing in the shower 
(try it, it’s great). If the lyric “your mouth 
is an armpit” doesn’t make you giggle you 
have no soul. On a serious note though, I 
bet these guys are a ton of fun to see live 
and the songs are actually pretty good once 
you get past the tin can recordings. Mid- 
west powerviolence forever. - Scotty 

Ebenezer and the Bludgeons - Peer Pressure 
EP 

(Windian) 

This is a reissue of an EP originally released 
in 1978. What you get is four tracks of pret- 
ty straight forward rock’n’roll with some 
garage and punk tendencies. It almost 
sounds like if you put some leftover Stooges 
or MC5 riffs on a tape and recorded some 
pretty unremarkable vocals right on top of 
it. Song topics include enjoying the weath- 
er, pretending to be a Nazi to get a date, and 
someone who is an albino. The jam about 
the weather has a pretty cool guitar hook in 


it and is pretty light on the vocals, so it’s my 
favorite. - Jim Gies 

Elite Suppressor - Needlestick CS 
(Self-Released) 

Really sick Power- Violence/ Hardcore from 
Lansing Michigan. Five songs with a youth 
of today cover. I like this band a lot. They 
have really solid songs and sick vocals. A 
noisy and rough recording really top it all 
off. I’d drive to Lansing to see em play. - 
Harold M. 

The Elsinores - New Forms 12” 

(Dead Tank / IFB /Pop Nihil) 

Tight, dynamic post-punk that hits both 
the dark and the melodic aspects equal- 
ly. Chorus-y guitars with lyrics that tend 
toward wistful rather than morose, along 
with a great dynamic sense of restrained 
interludes that break out into fast, melodic 
verses & choruses. Highly recommended. - 
Garvey 

Era del Vacio - Era del Vacio LP 
(Cintas Pepe) 

Dude! This band sounds like Christian 
Death! Classic deathrock in Spanish from 
Mexico DF. Very dark, very maudlin, very 
magical bass hooks, very catchy screams 
into the void. Pretty much every song is a 
not just good but great goth banger. Nev- 
er plodding, even the slower songs have 
a sustained energy. The vocals are a little 
overly-reverbed sometimes, but this is the 
world we currently live in (a fog of pain and 


emptiness, duh). I love this so much I don’t 
want to listen to these other records, sorry 
guys. - Alix Carl 

Eureka California - Versus LP 
(HHBTM) 

Versus is the sonic equivalent of all the 
panic and anxiety of attempting to recall 
the previous night of bad decisions, only to 
do it all over again the next day. The Ath- 
ens duo Eureka California create a sound 
much bigger than the sum of their parts 
with the warm c 90s fuzztones strummed 
furiously over the steady crashing of cym- 
bals, while delivering catchy anthems ripe 
with cynicism, dysfunction and wit. Their 
third album in three years shows them hon- 
ing in on the full realization of their sound, 
tearing fast out of the gate, but understand- 
ing a marathon versus a sprint and having 
enough range in sound and songwriting to 
pace it appropriately, resulting in an album 
that feels varied and fresh with every song. 
This is an album to be unapologetically 
turned up loud, on repeat, blaring out of car 
windows all summer. - Chris Barnes 

Ex-Boyfriends - Deli Oriental Meat Style & 

Food EP 

(Shake!) 

With every hair metal band there’s always 
that really amazing ballad song. Or if you’re 
into Hanoi Rocks, it’s a whole album of 
amazing ballad songs. This album consists 
of all songs like that. The thing that sticks 
out about this band is the singer whose 
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firestarter (andy) 


weird voice is catchy, its like if Bobcat 
Goldthwait had a baby with Jello Biafra .My 
favorite song on this album is “Too Many 
People Love Me,” because it includes the 
cheesy but appropriate line “too many peo- 
ple love me but not enough of you.” - Denis 
Chavez 

Exhaustion - Phased Out 12” 

(12XU) 

These are two deliberately noisy and angry 
tracks that are quite mesmerizing. Relent- 
less, pounding drums form the basis of the 
first song, with the sound of Bauhaus not 
being too far out of a reach. I love the gut- 
tural guitar soundscapes weaving in and 
out of the songs. The vocals are low in tone 
and somewhat distant, adding to the brood- 
ing mood. The second track is a one note 
bass riff with more noise guitar, sounding 
like its in between scanning through mul- 
tiple radio and television channels, tension 
building throughout. Considering the lyrics 
to the second track only consist of “See you 
in the morning, again” I initially took it to 
be sarcastic, as if for sure they would not be 
seeing the other again anytime soon. After 
re-consulting the songs title, “Colleague,” I 
shuddered at how much darker and close to 
home the message actually was. The second 
side consists of remixes, which I don’t know 
much about, but Mickey Young’s version 
of “Phased Out” is awesome. It keeps the 
bass line (played by synth) and adds a way 
more dance-heavy 4/4 drum machine beat. 
It re-introduces and re-imagines elements 
from the original that make for a total (con- 
trol) kick ass track. The second remix by 
Rites Wild takes more liberty, leaving less 
of the original’s sound but it still keeps the 
deliberately oppressive mood. Sounds a bit 
Goblin influenced, like it would do well to 
drive an old Giallo score. Despite the for- 
mat I usually despise, two originals on a 12”, 
I am still pleased with the content. I will re- 
peat and share. - Lucas S. 

Fall of Messiah - Empty Colors LP/CD 
(Holy Roar Records) 

Fall of Messiah is a screamo/post-rock 
band from France. They play slow, dark, 
metallic and long music. By long, I mean 
seven songs in 28 minutes on this album. 


No vocals until the sixth 
track. If you’re into this 
type of music you should 
check it out. Very well 
produced, and I’m sure 
you would think they kick 
ass if you’re into it. I’m 
not really into it. - Daniel 
Becker 

Family Planning - Two Sis- 
ters CS 

(Straight Panic) 

Paint by numbers, gruff, 
blasting noise. Square 
waves and static and tape 
squeal and horror movie 
samples - but zero ideas 
I haven’t heard a thousand 
times over. Not that there’s 
anything wrong with that, 
however with what’s previously been re- 
leased in the genre of blown out death in- 
dustrial over the last 20 years, I’m not sure 
how much I need all of its so-so releases in 
my life. The black and white stencil font al- 
bum cover leads me to think there’s some- 
thing urgent in the politics of this band - 
but good luck finding its voice buried in the 
red-lining static of this tape. - Ted Sweeney 

Family Planning-Two Sisters CS 
(Fuck Mountain Limited) 

Big up to the folks at Fuck Mountain Ltd 
for a hyper quick response in sending a d/1 
code for this release, but they were nearly 
an accessory to murder. “Chance” is the 
B-side, and is fucking bleak gloom. This is 
harsh noise/power electronics. Both sides 
feature voice samples being manipulated. 
“Chance “ sounds like staring at the wood 
paneling in your parent’s basement and 
wondering why protozoa bothered to co- 
alesce to a consciousness that realizes hu- 
mans are worthless and existence is futile. 
“Faith” didn’t grab me as much, but did 
seem like a classical piece. I would subtitle 
as such: 

i. Belief 

ii. Questioning 

iii. Tireless Repetition 

iv. Breakdown 

v. Chaos/Disbelief 

Limited to 40. 

Noise is hard to review. - Eric Apnea 

James Fella + Filthy Grin S/T 7” 

(Gilgongo) 

Damnit, I just totally changed my mind 
mid-review about this shit. Fuck, I don’t 
even know what I like, or it changes and 
is swayed too much. Anyway, I was an- 
noyed with this at first and then I realized 
it reminded me of the noise parts of Swell 
Maps, Can, This Heat, and Homosexuals. I 
like those noise parts when they are placed 
in between or amidst beat driven music, but 
it’s hard to get into when that’s all there is 
with no loops or other manipulations. This 
is lo-fi recorded noise, piano, sax, percus- 
sion, walking. It’s very creepy to be sure, 
perhaps self-indulgent and a bit abrasive. 


There is no song, imagine this at an art ex- 
hibition. I get that, but why release it on a 
one-sided 7”? - Lucas S. 

FFH - Symbol To Be Forgotten CS 
(No Rent) 

Finally, another release from FFH! If you 
missed his 2013 LP on Hospital Produc- 
tions, grip this tape while you can. Some 
of the same trademarks are here— police 
scanner samples, relatively unaffected vo- 
cals — but these tracks are more condensed, 
claustrophobic. The electronics are crunch- 
ier, which translates well on tape. Both sides 
open with heavy-hitting harsh electronics 
and vocals; the sides end on more com- 
posed pieces revolving around repeating 
spoken lyrics, sound samples, and rum- 
bling noise. These four tales of oppressed 
cities, occupied bunkers, rogue agents, and 
state -sanctioned cruelty are not for the frail 
of conviction, but if you want something a 
little blacker and meaner than usual, start 
digging. - Thomas B. 

The Franceens - Stepford Smiles LP/CD 
(Behind The White Door/TNS) 

This compact disc has two things that I’ve 
always found very endearing on an album. 
One: The Franceens from York, UK play 
frenetic, hooky, fuzzy, punk rock’n’roll! 
We’re talking reverb laden vocals, buzzsaw 
guitars, and cymbals crashing everywhere. 
Extra points for dueling male/female back 
up vocals which add a lot of complexity to 
tunes operating in a relatively simple garage 
punk formula. Two: secret track! Seriously, 
why don’t people do that anymore? Seems 
like it’s fallen out of the vanguard along 
with CDs. Let’s all agree to pepper in secret 
tracks on some upcoming releases. Not ev- 
ery album, but let’s say every 20th or so. But 
in all seriousness, Stepford Smiles delivers 
a delightful nine track jaunt into our punk 
rock past with a savage and succinct style 
that this listener is going to keep his eyes 
and ears open for. Speaking of eyes, the 
CD’s presentation has nostalgia for another 
bygone musical era: the ‘90s. After running 
my thumbnail across the shrink wrap and 
popping open the jewel case I found myself 
thrust back in time, skipping out of a Sam 
Goody with the latest Lookout! Record re- 
lease in tow. A nice little sojourn down 
memory lane. Standout tracks for me are 
“Alarm” and “Goddit.” Let me also say how 
much I like that all song titles are one word. 
Makes it easy to remember and in sync with 
their overall concise presentation. Recom- 
mended! - Vito N. 

Fright Eye/The Monoliths - Split Tape CS 
(Webmaster Records) 

My major problem with split stuff is I al- 
ways compare one band to the other and 
this tape is perfect example. Fright Eye’s 
side is awesome. Really cool rock’n punk 
rock. Think Rip Offs and Chronic Sick. The 
riffs are catchy and stompy while the vocals 
are snotty. This band is sick. The other side 
though is a totally different story though. 
The Monoliths. Pretty boring and I zoned 
out half way through. Slow repetitive punk 
with an apathetic attitude. I’m sure the 



band wont care what I think, which is fine, 
they shouldn’t. It’s just not my thing. - Eric 
Wally 

Fuck Detector / Pretty Bullshit - split CS 
(Dig My Grave) 

Fuck Detector kick it off strong with some 
fast, but very catchy hardcore punk. It sort 
of reminds me a bit of Funeral Oration, but 
that’s just part of it. Their songs have ev- 
erything from shredding NOMEANSNO 
meets Hiisker Dii guitar leads to blazing 
hardcore punk breaks to ear worm chorus- 
es. As a bonus, you get lyrics lambasting 
oogles, religion, and some poor saps that 
just rubbed Fuck Detector the wrong way. 
These four songs are the perfect length to 
keep you rewinding and replaying. Pretty 
Bullshit are no slouches themselves. They 
serve up a more mid-paced, straight for- 
ward hardcore attack. Intense, simple riffs 
influenced by early hardcore played at, not 
for, you. The vocals are aggressive, but have 
a very slight melodic quality to them. A sol- 
id split cassette. - Jim Gies 

Fuss - Rock or Walk CS 
(Slow Death Records) 

This is the definition of what my friends 
and I refer to as High School Punk. Basic 
three chord riffs. Basic song structure. Ul- 
tra-repetitive without being catchy. Sounds 
like it could be anyone’s first band. - Dan 
Agacki 


Future Punx - This is Post- Wave 12” 

(Dull Tools) 

I’m convinced that if Zenon Girl of the 21st 
Century had a new-wave phase, she’d be 
in this band. There’s no doubt that Future 
Punx totally accomplished what they set 
out to do in creating a synth-heavy dance- 
able new-wave style post-punk record, but 
it is a pretty dated idea of what the future is. 
With choppy vocals and bright synth parts, 
the album is pure audio kitsch which will 
make you want to dress in metallic spandex 
and wear your sunglasses indoors. It’s a fun 
album, but between the bouncy nature of 
the music and the pure length of the release, 
I felt like I needed to pop an Adderall half- 
way through to make it to the end. Howev- 
er, the album is true to its self-proclaimed 
post-wave style, and in smaller doses I’d 
undoubtedly bump to most of these songs 
on my way to the local ‘80s goth night while 
applying a fresh coat of bright blue lipstick. 
- Mary V. 

Gene - S/T Cassingle CS 
(kcrewcs.bandcamp.com) 

No-fi one-man (Bennett from the Drippies) 
punk from Kansas City with some of the 
most reverb/echo drenched vocals I’ve ever 
heard. Both “Dummy” and “Shit Head” are 
fantastic songs, but for all the endearing 
qualities of the cheap recording, it’s pretty 
hard to hear the music buried under the 
vocals. Only when the vocals stop can you 
hear some of the tightest, and coolest, gui- 
tar licks this side of a Mark Winters project. 
I definitely wanna hear a lot more, but only 


if I can actually hear what’s going on. - Ray 
M. 

Gillooly - Gillooly CS 
(More Power Tapes) 

This is middle of the road rock with hard- 
core parts. It’s interesting and not in a bad 
way. Lurching slow parts and fast punk 
parts keep it good. But the odd timing parts 
and plain rock parts leave me hanging. It 
has some really good songs but some not 
so hot ones. I like the recording. When it’s 

good it’s good. When it’s bad well Check 

it out if you want but I probably wouldn’t. 
Look for the next release though. This band 
has potential. - Harold M. 

Girlfrend - Lovers & Other Strangers EP 
(girlfrend.bandcamp.com) 

Some bands redefine a genre of music, 
some pay homage to it, and some follow the 
well-worn path of imitation. Girlfrend is 
the latter, but that’s not to say that there isn’t 
enjoyment to be found for those searching 
for a new voice in Twee and early Brit Pop. 
Lovers & Other Strangers demonstrates 
with an educated ear the jangly guitar of 
early Cure with the deep melancholy Ian 
Curtis vocals over a head-bobbing rhythm 
section. Lyrically sweet if not saccharine 
and perhaps occasionally a bit too precious 
for its own good, some of the songs come 
off like a nod to Morrissey minus the dark 
wit that made him iconic. Girlfrend does, 
however, capture a moment in time that 
comes off as authentic of the period more 
than a contemporary playing dress up. - 
Chris Barnes 
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Great Lakes - Wild Vision LP 
(Loose Trucks) 

Their fifth album and first in five years, 
Wild Vision shows no sign of rust or atro- 
phy, securing Great Lakes as a band well- 
versed and attuned to combining a rich 
history of sounds. Ben Crums songwriting 
fuses classic elements of folk and country 
around Suzanne Nienaber’s sickly sweet 
vocal accompaniment, drifting gently like a 
lazy midsummer river, occasionally delving 
into a darker folk-noir sound of bands like 
Blitzen Trapper. This sound, while beautiful 
and well-crafted, begins to quickly feel too 
sedative, however, and it isn’t until too late 
in the album on later tracks like “Beauties 
Of The Way” and “Shot At And Missed” 
that Great Lakes begins exercising their 
proficiency in adding more lively psych 
elements to their dark folk sound, demon- 
strating the real talents of an impressive 
backing band made up of members of the 
Psychedelic Furs, Ted Leo and the Pharma- 
cists and Mostly Other People Do The Kill- 
ing. - Chris Barnes 

The Great Tyrant - The Trouble With Being 

Born CD/LP 

(Relapse) 

This is the guys from Pinkish Blacks first 
band, and The Trouble With Being Born 
represents their final release under the 
Great Tyrant moniker. This is much less 
polished than their current project, but I 
still find myself losing interest nonetheless. 
Sounding like a bad mash-up of AmRep 
noise rock and one of a thousand circus-y 
sounding Mike Patton projects, there’s sim- 
ply nothing for me to grab onto here. Sure 
- there’s a cool riff here or a fun organ part 
there, but once the record’s finished play- 
ing I don’t remember a single moment that 
jumped out at me. Another miss for Relapse 
Records, surprise surprise. - Ted Sweeney 

The Great Tyrant - The Trouble With Being 

Born LP/CD/Download 

(Relapse) 

The Great Tyrant were an experimental 
rock band from Denton, TX who, sadly, 
disbanded after the sudden death of their 
bassist Tommy Atkins in 2010. The re- 
maining members went on to form Pinkish 
Black (see review in this issue). The Trouble 
With Being Born is the final recording from 
the trio, heard here for the first time. This is 
the stuff nightmares are made of. Imagine if 
Melvins did a collaboration with Mr. Bun- 
gle. I know, I know. “It’d probably sound 
like Fantomas, you idiot!” Well, that might 
be true. But, imagine if you took all of those 
heavy riffs from the Melvins’ catalogue and 
fused them with the crazy eyes of Mike 
Patton. You’d start to get a glimpse of what 
this band is all about. Seriously. Fuzzed out 
noise-rock bass lines repeat endlessly under 
kaleidoscope keyboards, pounding drums, 
and vocal shrieks that could frighten Dia- 
manda Galas. - Chris Avgerin 

Gun Club - Mother Berlin LP 
(Bang! Records) 

So here’s a vinyl pressing of the bonus CD 
from Flow Records’ reissue of Mother Juno. 


In a side by side comparison, the difference 
is marginal. A bit of the polish is stripped 
off, but it’s not as drastic as say, the rough 
mixes of Dead Boys the records. Still, it’s 
an improvement. I’ll out myself as only a 
minor Gun Club fan. Fire of Love is one of 
the best punk records of its era, but every- 
thing else in their catalog falls way short. 
Listening to Mother Berlin though, has me 
thinking it’s time to revisit the others. For 
a post-breakup comeback record it’s sur- 
prisingly solid. Jeffrey Lee Pierce’s slightly 
off key wails are all over this thing. Their 
ghostly desperate blues roam beneath him. 
While I wouldn’t advise this as a starting 
point, it wouldn’t be a bad second step. And 
if you can’t make it past Fire of Love, you 
may as well jam a pencil in your ear and 
break it off. - Dan Agacki 

Half Sour - Tuesday Night Live CD/LP 
(Jigsaw) 

Apparently these guys started as a Guided 
by Voices cover band although I don’t really 
hear it. They did an amazing job of finding 
their own sound. Fun and Poppy with a hint 
of indie tones. 

Both male and 
female vocals 
that are equal- 
ly as powerful. 

Great build 
ups and catchy 
riffs! Great for 
driving around 
or porch hangs 
or hell anytime 
the suns out. 

2016 release 
from Mas- 
sachusetts. 

Morgan P. 

Head Collector 

- Demo 2016 
(headcollec- 
tor.bandcamp. 
com) 

Brand new 
hardcore from 
members of 
Cincy pop punk darlings, Mixtapes and 
Boys (OH). I was a little caught off guard, 
at first expecting something a bit more sac- 
charine, but was not at all disappointed. 
Starts out with feedback and blast beats, 
short songs with heavy breakdowns and 
tons of mosh parts. Loud, Fast, Heavy. Six 
songs clocking in at just under 12 minutes. 

- Danny Bailey 

Head Collector - Demo 2016 
(headcollector.bandcamp.com) 

Some blazing speed, pissed off as fuck, 
noisy as hell, contemporary sounding 
hardcore. These guys are from Cincinnati. 
The last time I went to Cincinnati I went 
to party where people had a stolen riot cop 
shield and everyone took turns holding it 
and throwing shit at it until a guy walked up 
and punched it so fucking hard it shattered. 
This demo sounds like how I felt when I 
saw that happen. Ohio is a fucking crazy 
place, man. - Ray M. 


Healing Waters - Water CS 
(Shake Records!) 

Jangling for Jesus? Thou shall not take the 
Lord’s name in vain. Art thou or aren’t 
thou? Is there a scene of Christian lo-fi 
Blank Dogs culty worshippers out there? It 
sounds like Beach Fossils is making a joke 
Christer record. While I’m not religious I 
grew up on gospel music, and calling this 
“gospel pop” as their label does is just in- 
accurate. Facetious or not, the guitars have 
an annoying out of tune warped sound and 
the vocals are drowning in delay. Yawn. - 
gaybobz 

The Hemingers - Q: What’s A Heminger? 45 
(Magnetic South) 

Ok, ok, ok (think Lethal Weapon’s Leo 
Getz). So within the confines a review I 
usually prefer not to simply say one band 
sounds like another, but in this particular 
instance I feel like I’d be doing this record a 
disservice by not mentioning the near flaw- 
less Oblivians/Mummies worship going on 
with Coldwater, Michigan’s the Hemingers. 
Sure there’s a pinch of Dead Milkmen 


mixed in there (especially on “Junkie 
Jane”), but this is a band that knows what 
it likes and vehemently wants the world to 
have more of it, and execute this so lovingly 
I can’t help but agree! Everything from the 
sounds (gritty, biting, fuzzy, snotty) to the 
sleeve (awesome cartooning reminiscent of 
the late/great Don Martin) all fit the afore- 
mentioned bands scuzzy rock aesthetic to a 
T! - Vito N. 

Hogra - Self-Titled EP 
(Trust Krusher Recordings) 

Never heard of Hogra, and also never heard 
of Trust Krusher Recordings either, but I 
do like the label name because it reminds 
me of I (ya know, the K- instead- of- a- C 
thing). Anyway, silliness aside... pulsating 
and rhythmic harsh noise with heavily de- 
layed/effected vocals buried underneath it 
all. The vocal tonality/deliverance in gen- 
eral has a classic P.E. feel; direct and de- 
praved, and inherently pissed. What I no- 



crucial section (.*.<») 



ticed and enjoyed most about this 7” was 
the abrupt dead stops between tracks. The 
completely unexpected cutoffs give this 
irking sense of relief (contradictory state- 
ment yes, but that’s seriously how it felt) 
before getting pummeled again by the next 
onslaught. I love that shit, it adds a sense 
of dynamic structure/cohesiveness to the 
overall presentation and keeps you on your 
toes, which is crucial to keep me engaged 
in any noise release. In this case it strength- 
ens the separation element between tracks 
by being so blatant and distinct, so you feel 
like you are listening to actual songs that 
were composed and sequenced in a specific 
manner to evoke a specific response. This 
is not just some frivolous harsh noise wall 
shat out onto a 30 min tape; it is concise and 
well-crafted chaotic noise with no bullshit. 
- R. Komen 

Hogra / Macronympha - split EP 
(Blackseed Recordings and Releases) 

This sounds exactly like the 8 am freight 
train that runs 50 yards from our house b/w 
the 3 am freight train that runs 50 yards 
from our house. And maybe that’s why I 
genuinely like this 7” plate of noise more 
than I feel like I normally would. It reminds 
me of home. - Ray M. 

Holder’s Scar - Holder’s Scar EP 
(To Live a Lie) 

Hardcore punk without a pose. Heavy riffs 
that slow to a breakdown and quicken at 
a moment’s notice. Definitely some Cro- 
Mags and Sick of It All influence musically, 


but a little darker lyrically, with stomping 
drumming and riff-focused bridges and 
galloping drums. - Ian J. 

Home Strings - Summer Demo 2015 CS 
(Self-released) 

Wide-ranging lo-fi punkish songs delivered 
with conviction and urgency. This band 
is fairly reminiscent of early ‘90s riot gr- 
rrl, which in this case, as in most, is pret- 

S r worthwhile. This is certainly youthful, 
eliberate, and rough sounding in a good 
way. The vocals remain melodic and strong 
throughout all the tracks despite some sty- 
listic jumps. This is a very enjoyable demo 
that’s worth checking out. - Lucas S. 

Hospital Job - Never Get Cold CD/LP 
(It’s Alive) 

It’s almost 3 am and I’m full blown in a 
political depression. The good one is gon- 
na lose to the liar, whose then gonna fight 
the loudmouth liar to win the prize of los- 
ing the respect of 45% of the rest of the 
nation, as blood thirtsy fights fall into the 
street with immense fanfare. Yeah, by all 
means were screwed unless you blindly 
wear a Donkey cap or an Elephant Jersey. 
In which you merely delay your dismay to 
midterms. That’s even if you’re following by 
that point. Meet Hospital Job, currently my 
musical therapy. Luke is a friend of mine 
and I feel you should know that before 
reading this review. But by no means is this 
going to be a puff peace. Overall a sooth- 
ing pop -punk album that calms my nerves 
after Super Tuesday. First and foremost it’s 
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got a lot of bells and whistles, at times over 
produced, but it has its moments. The first 
three tracks go down like your first beer at 
PK’s on a summer’s night. The poppiest of 
tunes being “Never Sleep Again,” it’s a stan- 
dard pop tune but with flare. The backing 
vocals are jam packed with great high en- 
ergy. It is however auto tuned. It gives the 
chorus a perfect amount of dimension and, 
for the most part, works. The addition of 
keyboards gives me a pop punk overdose! 
Dare I say, one of my favorite pop-punk 
songs of all time. However, it starts to slow 
down. “Autograph” is probably my least 
favorite song on the record. It drags. It be- 
comes cliched at moments. I mean it’s hard 
to invoke any sort of feeling with me if your 
chorus is; “No one ask for an autograph.” 
But shit dawg, even the Ramones have a 
few stinkers. Just ask Ray! Anyway, it’s very 
throwback, but with modern studio ad- 
vances. That being said it has its drawbacks, 
and kinda loses feeling at moments. But in 
the end it’s been in my van for weeks and 
I listen to it at least three times a week. It’s 
incredibly infectious. - Ben Eads 

Humanmania - Fields of Destruction CS 
(SPHC Records) 

Baltimore, Maryland’s Humanmania re- 
leased one hell of a demo. Six tracks of re- 
verb laden vocals echo over crushing hard- 
core. Ignorant mosh parts keep the circle 
pit going. I donno, it’s good. And it’s a cool 
gold tape. Go get one. - Harold M. 
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Indonesian Junk - Indonesian Junk CD/LP 
(Rum Bar Records/Some Weird Sin Records) 
Debut full length from these punked out 
Milwaukee glam rockers. Definitely hear- 
ing a lot of sleazy ‘70s psych garage vibes 
here as well, but with plenty of riffage. Fea- 
turing former members of Ramma Lamm a 
and Chinese Telephones, they are self-de- 
scribed as being for fans of, among others, 
Hanoi Rocks, Cheap Trick, and Alice Coo- 
per. I certainly hear a bit of that, especially 
early Alice records throughout the record, 
but some of the songs definitely remind me 
of KISS at 16 RPM. Then again, a few of the 
tracks add elements of blues (the cover of 
Wayne County & The Electric Chairs “Fuck 
Off” especially) or even a taste of surf rock. 
Undoubtedly, Indonesian Junk likes to mix 
it up, so there should be a bit of something 
for everyone on this album. - J. Wexler 

Internt Oppgjor - 6 Traek Ataekk Demo CS 
(interntoppgjoer.bandcamp.com) 

Okay, this is sick. They’re snotty capital 
“P” Punk from Norway, and then one song 
sounds like NYHC crossover stuff? Which 
is also so sick! Only one song is in English; 
“Stuck in fuck rush hour - stuck in one way 
lane - lumberjack metal shit - driving me 
insane - turn off e-z listen - turn off e-z life 
- turn off toothless culture - turn on fuck- 
ing die!” Sick! It rules. Order it, stream it, 
stuff it up your arse. - Bee Traverse 

The Jackets - Shadows of Sound CD 
(Voodoo Rhythm) 

Put simply, the Jackets are to the ‘60s as the 
Horrorpops are to the ‘50s. The guitarist is 
playing all of your favorite early garage rock 
tones and can belt out some very respect- 
able surf riffs when a song calls for it, the 
bass is completely fuzzed out, and the (fe- 
male) vocals hit a perfect balance of sultry 
and violent. The strange thing is, they in- 
corporate all of the greatest ‘60s psychedelic 
garage rock elements into their music, yet 
they use it to create very modern sounding 
pop songs. It’s my opinion that songs reviv- 
ing this era require time to explore, build, 
and wander with their psychedelic influ- 
ence, which the Jackets never really give us 
on this album. Instead, most of 
the songs we get are very, very 
tight, with the exception of the 
courses, which more often than 
not are simply the song’s title re- 
peated over and over again. It’s 
a solid album to throw on at a 
party, but if you try to sit down 
and listen to it in its entirety, it 
will begin to sound like a com- 
pilation of “edgy” cell phone 
commercial music very fast. - 
Nathan Miller 

Jacques Le Coque - Tip of My 
Tongue / You Better Move Single 
(Windian) 

This single fits in with the cur- 
rent wave of fuzzed out pow- 
er-pop music popularized by 
Pork Magazine and Burger Re- 
cords. There are two straight 
forward rockers here with sim- 


ple enough structure, big guitar leads and 
catchy choruses. This is for fans of PBR tall 
boys, big moustaches and denim jackets 
with enamel pins - Paul Schwartz 

Just Jeffrey - Coffee, Tea, and Me LP 
(LaTiDa) 

This album confused me. I wasn’t sure if 
this album was a parody or was sincere- 
ly earnest. A lot of these songs would be 
great on a children’s album. There’re songs 
on this album like “Put the Kettle On” and 
“Sensitive Sue” that I could see being sung 
for pre-schoolers. In one of the songs, he 
sings “girls think one way, boys think one 
way,” and I thought, “Is this for real?” The 
whole album was basically along the tunes 
of “la dee da,” which I guess is appropriate 
because it’s on La Ti Da Records. I’m sure 
there’s an audience for this kind of music, I 
am just not sure who. - Denis Chavez 

Kappa Chow - Tour CS 
(Self-Released) 

Kappa Chow makes musical art, but not 
in the way musicians do. Kappa Chow cre- 
ates music the way a master chef makes the 
perfect meal. They take some extreme ele- 
ments and somehow balance them into a 
masterpiece. Kappa Chow takes the fuzziest 
and loudest garage rock, adds a synth and 
any strange background instruments they 
can get their hands on, and caps it all off 
with some male and female vocals singing 
some genuinely funny lyrics. This is one of 
those rare garage tapes that manage to be as 
messy and wild as they come while still bal- 
ancing solid pop hooks. It reminds me a lot 
of a more poppy Guitar Wolf. Your prayers 
have been answered. - Nathan Miller 

Killakee Kat - Demo CS 
(kcrewcs.bandcamp.com) 

Some straightforward Midwest hardcore 
on this KCrew release. The vocals sit some- 
where between Die Kreuzen and Holy Shit! 
MKEHC by way of KC. Can’t complain one 
bit about any of this. Again, another great 
release featuring the prolific as hell Bennett 
Weaver. Keep em coming dude! - Ray M. 


Kokomo - Monochrome Noise Love LP 
(Aloud Music Ltd./Dunk! Records/i.cor- 
rupt Records) 

Kokomo is a German post rock band with 
complex structures in their songs. Lots of 
textures in every song with dramatic build 
ups and tranquil ambient parts. This album 
has dark points and leaves you wanting 
more. It has the feel of Mono, Mogwai and 
ASVA for obvious reasons. But they really 
do complete this record from start to finish. 

- F. Ramirez 

Kolumbine Kids - Demo CS 
(kcrewcs.bandcamp.com) 

Inside the already somewhat small and in- 
sular KCMO scene, there seems to be an 
even tighter group dwelling a little further 
underneath that has bands like Kolumbine 
Kids, the Drippies, and Gene. I’m not exact- 
ly sure how they all overlap (besides shar- 
ing members) but if these people kept mak- 
ing tapes on their own for years to come, I 
probably wouldn’t get bored of it. This tape 
is filled with surfy/poppy/garage riffs and 
drumming, bright bass lines, and vocals 
that sound like if Lux Interior stopped try- 
ing to be a TV horror movie host or a ghoul 
or whatever. Songs with titles like “Squirm,” 
“Lung Cheese” and “Brain Matter.” I’m sold. 

- Ray M. 

Mike Krol - Turkey CD 
(Merge) 

When was the last time you shaved your 
balls? I mean really shaved those aged beer 
drenched bastards that hang lower and 
lower on you every year? Was that too crass 
for you? Did you think, 'Holy shit, why 
is this asshead being so brash?” I feel like 
this album has that kinda crass honesty we 
miss in today’s modern, protected society 
that pushes the envelope within the social 
confines of modern living. It’s “don’t give 
no fucks,” but at the same time has some 
universal feeling to it. Especially in “Save 
the Date.” You’re like, “Holy shit, this power 
unk king actually has feelings... but does 
e?” It’s a mid-tempo garage rock jam with 
lyrics that allow you into the writer’s feel- 
ings, but also keeps it distanced. It’s then 
followed by blistering garage 
rock jam “This is the News.” A 
minute and thirty five second 
ear candy gold! It starts at elev- 
en and ends at twelve! The vo- 
cals come slicing in taking it to 
a muthafukkin twelve! Then 
Kroll tests your coolness with a 
“la la la” chorus that tests your 
musical tolerance. The guitars 
comes blasting in with choppy 
parts and snotty vocals, and 
then I feel Mike wants to see 
how down you fucking are. The 
continuation of the chorus, 
that’s both bad ass and absurd, 
is gonna test your hearing lim- 
its. Then right when it drives 
you crazy the drums kick in 
and so does wicked killer keys. 
If you can handle it, I mean 
if you’re down. Then you’re 
down with Mike Kroll. I hope 



jaeng (ray) 



he finds me fresh! Thanks Ray, this CD is a 
gem and you can only borrow it when you 
listen to it at my house [Ed. Note - The hell 
are you talking about?! - Ray]. I’m serious 
this time. It’s almost 4 am and I’m two Big 
Flarts deep. I’m allowed to make mistakes. 
- Ben Eads 

Kung Fools - Modern Woes and Basement 

Shows CD 

(Self-Released) 

This was a limited release for the Extreme 
Noise 20th anniversary show. Especially 
since this is a CD it reminds me of the local 
bands that were popular in the ‘90s when 
I was first getting into punk. Had I grown 
up in Minneapolis I’m sure this would have 
been one of my favorite bands. Good, shitty, 
fast pop punk. It’s hard to say how relevant 
this is beyond being nostalgic but its way 
fun to listen to. Non-boring pop-punk that 
provokes thoughts of church basements. - 
Kate Heitmanek 

Lamantide - Carnis Tempora: Abyssus LP 
(Here and Now) 

Total Catharsis-worship, and I love it. Bur- 
ly, furious Italian hardcore with a twisted 
sense of grace and urgency. I have to admit 
that this release was really the surprise of 
the issue for me, I found myself blasting 
away weird hand mudras getting psyched 
on the forward-leaning melodic dynamics 
of the album. I could have done without 
one or two of the more extended twinkling 
segues in the album, only because it’s at 


their most savage when Lamantide seem to 
shine. With that said, I’m sure this will stay 
in the rotation for a while. - Ted Sweeney 

Last Sons of Krypton - Teenage Trash LP 
(Certified PR) 

Timeless, senseless, juvenile, reptilian 
brain, three chord garage scum punk from 
Manitowoc, Wisconsin circa 1994-1998. As 
far as I know this band hasn’t really exist- 
ed for two decades, and although they have 
recently reunited to play some shows and 
record some songs, it’s not the same thing. 
Anyway, spanning a few different record- 
ings, this record is a shameless celebration 
of the eternal dumbening. If you appreciate 
expressive stupidity and love shitty record- 
ings filled with mostly mid-tempo songs 
about boredom, negativity, and alienation, 
with a general ambiance of self-hatred and 
teenage misogyny — songs that more than 
anything else seem to say absolutely noth- 
ing at all except that it sucks to live and die 
in Manitowoc, WI, well, then. . . this record 
is for you! Kids cooler than me or you are 
gonna love it for its bozo blowhard cocky 
tone and tiny swastika drawings on the in- 
sert. I find the whole thing trite and bor- 
ing. It’s a record that probably had a good 
reason to exist 20 years ago when they were 
still slithering around in their teenage goo 
puddles and found themselves miraculous- 
ly on the cover of MRR... it’s shock punk 
human garbage kinda stuff. . . but why now? 
Why not? I dunno, play it loud, I guess. - 
James Z. 


Laurice - Best of Laurice Vol. 2 CD 
(Mighty Mouth Music) 

This is great. According to his biography, 
Laurice’s “most notable success, of course, 
was the underground 1973 pre-punk hit 
‘When Christine Comes Around / I’m 
Gonna Smash Your Face In’ that he record- 
ed under the band name Grudge for the 
Black label,” which is why I’m assuming this 
record was sent to a punk zine for review. 
This record doesn’t have his punk smash hit 
on it, but that doesn’t matter. Think ‘70s Lou 
Reed/David Bowie, who were both con- 
temporaries of Laurice’s. Thematically, the 
songs are all over the place, ranging from 
sugary teen ‘60s power pop (“A Little Bit 
of Lovin’”), to Ziggy Stardust-esque space 
pop (“Flying Saucers Have Landed”), to 
R&B Soul/Gospel (“Take Me Down to the 
Riverside”). This is perhaps why he never 
found his exact place in the Zeitgeist of the 
‘60s and ‘70s pop takeover among luminar- 
ies like Reed and Bowie, which is a shame, 
because that’s where he belongs. Bump this 
at parties for cred. - JPool 

Lawsuit Models - Another Fine Batch Of 
Snappy Little Numbers 45 
(Snappy Little Numbers) 

Another Fine Batch Of Snappy Little Num- 
bers consists of two saccharine servings of 
melodic, pop-punk. Both tracks touch on 
the usual lyrical tropes of dead end jobs, 
regret, lost love, and drinking to excess, but 
in a self- referential way that is refreshing- 
ly honest for the music. While tackling the 
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subject matter, the vocals break the fourth 
wall and mention these trials and tribula- 
tions as fodder for songwriting. Sort of like 
Ferris Bueller mugging it up and address- 
ing the audience while we join him on his 
exulted day off. An interesting convention 
on a record. Musically both “Dudeman” 
and “Hot Garbage” stay true to form and 
follow the framework with the devotion of 
fans of the sub-genre. The packaging of the 
record really shines with a heavy gram of 
vinyl (in multiple clear colors no less, I got 
orange soda) and a nice clean aesthetic on 
the sleeve. So if you’re into spilling beer on 
your best buds in a hug pit while screaming 
along to the gang vocals of four-chord, me- 
lodic, pop punk, then odds are you’ll have a 
lot to like about this 7” record from Denver, 
Colorado’s Lawsuit Models. - Vito N. 

The Limbos - The Limbos 
(thelimbospunk.bandcamp.com) 

“Gimmick Punk/halfway boy/don’t want 
to be in/can’t be halfway out/gimmick 
punk/fake freak/fashion snob/art geek...” 
These folks from Jackson, MS are hitting 
the nail right on the head. The songs are 
either breakneck circle speed or mid-tem- 
po grooves perfect to get down to. The 
longest track is 1:30. This is some righ- 
teous hardcore punk. Put this on and po- 
goooooooooooooo!!! - RayM. 

The Lippies - World Happiness Dance EP 
(Independent Fries) 

This is a good 7”. Isn’t it nice sometimes to 
have one song on the side of a 7” without 
cramming it all in? The A-side, “302”, de- 
serves to stretch its legs and take advantage 
of the production quality. It sounds great. 
Even if polished pop-punk isn’t your thing, 
you still might like the Lippies. “Beat It 
Into Me” and “Give Him the Squirrel” on 
the B-side sound more like ‘90s SoCal 
pop punk under a riot grrl. Ahem. “302” 
reminds me of a punk “I Think We’re 
Alone Now” and never would I have 
guessed on the first listen how powerless 
I would become to its true earworm ca- 
pabilities. - Kate Heitmanek 

Livin’ Thing - It’s A Livin’ Thing CS 
(Rat King) 

Fuck Shelbyville, Springfield is where it’s 
at. Punk rock that riffs, grooves, and tee- 
ters beautifully into hardcore territory at 
times. Featuring some rad folks who do 
rad shit in Springfield, IL. This tape is no 
bullshit, no frills, all thrills. It has a lo-fi 
sound that blows out my speakers and 
warms my heart. Also, the sample before 
“Becoming a Bug” and the song itself. . . 
fuxk! - Ray M. 

Lobo - Alma CS/LP 
(Signal Rex) 

This is some perfect and adventurous 
doom, with comparisons best drawn be- 
tween Earth or Bohren, with a distinctly 
more psych vibe. The level of psychedelia 
Lobo rise to are what make me tentative 
to even call this a doom release at all, and 
perhaps would be best served by asking 
the listener to expect glacial pacing and 


triumphant riff driven passages that give 
way to tasteful komische synthesizer pas- 
sages. The downest-tempo curiosity in re- 
cent memory, I’m gonna go get lost in the 
desert with this tape. - Tea Sweeney 

Fred Lonberg-Holm - Variance CS 
(1980) 

Variance is the newest release from prolific 
Chicago cellist/composer/artist Fred Long- 
berg-Holm. From beginning to end, this 
tape stumbles across stuttering, gasping 
minimal electronics and cello. The whole 
release is an exercise in textures; think lis- 
tening to the engine of your car with the 
mechanic, “See? That clicking sound, you 
hear that?” Similar to the Italian Futurist 
movement in the early 20th century, Long- 
berg-Holm seems to be coming at noise, 
i.e. non-melodic sound, from the point- 
of-view of a post-industrial revolution. 
Where Luigi Russolo was fascinated with 
motors, planes, cars, and artillery, Variance 
takes a more post-industrial slant. Looped 
segments of cello, steady electric tones, 
phasing waves, and staccato textures of 
electrical buzz stand in for alarm systems, 
electrical substations, and seizing exter- 
nal hard-drives. Not necessarily a release 
I would listen to frequently, but at least an 
interesting process piece; recommended for 
mechanical engineers and fans of C. Spen- 
cer Yeh’s headier minimal composition 
work. - Thomas B. 

Longings - Longings LP 
(Framework) 

Dark melodic punk that would fit perfect- 
ly alongside your Arctic Flowers, Doom 
Town, Neon Piss, and Spectres records. I 
have to admit that I’ve grown a little bored 


tenement (ray) 


with this style of music as over the past few 
years record and distro bins have grown 
over- saturated with stale and uninspired 
genre clones. But like with anything, just 
when you start to get jaded and are about to 
declare that something is over or “soooooo 
(insert number) years ago” a record comes 
out that reminds you that you can’t let the 
lowest common denominator define the 
whole for you. This 12” is some truly in- 
spired stuff. Between the interweaving gui- 
tar /bass and female/male vocals, the full 
and soaring guitar tone, the massive warm 
low end of the bass, and spot-on drumming 
you would never think this band was only 
a trio. I caught them at a show at Ranchos 
Hue vos and they leveled the room with 
their live performance. The physical record 
and packaging is just as richly layered with 
an incredible attention to detail. The matte 
jacket is pleasing both to the eye and touch 
with intriguing as fuck b/w half-tone art on 
the inside of the sleeve - making me want 
to go against my better thoughts and rip 
this thing wide open and check it out. The 
liner notes are printed red/black/ white on 
a fold out newsprint poster with the oppo- 
site side being a photograph of depressing- 
ly true graffiti, “It always ends the same.” 
Features members of Ampere and Siamese 
Twins, for those you who might be inter- 
ested in punk pedigrees. This record will 
definitely be sitting near the top of the pile 
when the rest of the releases that sound like 
this begin to sift away. - Ray M. 

Lost Balloons - S/T LP 
(Alien Snatch) 

Review #1: This is Jeff Burke’s newest band. 
Buy it. Review #2: Jeff Burke has teamed up 
this time with Yusuke Okada (of Blotto, and 
most recently, Suspicious Beasts fame) 
to create some more of the best hook 
laden rock’n’roll you’ve ever heard. This 
is a slight departure from the relentless 
buzzsaw punk of Burke’s Marked Men 
and even the slightly more laid back Ra- 
dioactivity. Lost Balloons doesn’t steer 
too far from the formula Burke has per- 
fected, but Yusuke’s psych-tinged garage 
helps push the familiar style into some 
new and enjoyable territories. “Murder 
Me On Stage,” besides having one of the 
best song titles I’ve ever heard, perfect- 
ly mixes classic punk 16th note hi-hats 
with beautifully swirling guitars and an 
organ/keyboard lead that will be stuck 
in your head for days. They then follow 
that up with a McCartney styled Beat- 
les-esque pop tune. My favorite thing 
about this record is that it’s one of those 
albums that can either be incredibly up- 
lifting, or depressingly down depending 
on your mood or the weather. I love that 
shit. This sucker is also on 180g clear vi- 
nyl with a thick cardboard sleeve sport- 
ing art by Yusuke that depicts each song 
(think Rocket To Russia liner note art, 
but less cartoony). But seriously, if peo- 
ple aren’t as upset when Jeff Burke dies 
as they were about David Bowie it’ll just 
be final, conclusive proof that this planet 
is choked with goddamn tasteless idiots. 
- Ray M. 



Lotus Fucker - The Planted Seed: This Time I 
Will Show You True Happiness - CS 
(self-released) 

This tape is a compilation of two different 
LPs from 2012 and 2016, so that’s nice... 
let me start off by saying that I think Lo- 
tus Fucker rules. It took me a while to come 
around to them, but when it clicked it really 
clicked for me. Super noisy punk that ven- 
tures into noisecore territory seamlessly at 
times. Lo-fi and blown out sounding, punk 
as fuck the whole way through. Vocals are 
abrasively throat-wrenching and right on 
point with the music too. I’ve never been 
able to truly put my finger on describing 
their sound but it is undeniably its own 
thing. Raw and visceral, and fast. Most im- 
portantly, it sounds interesting enough to 
where I can sit through an LP’s worth of 
material, or in this case two LPs worth. - R. 
Komen 

The Love Load - Metal Mothman 
(theloveload.bandcamp.com) 

I seriously don’t know how to start this re- 
view. You named your band the Love Load? 
From reading the “press release” I gather 
this is a concept EP about the Silver Bridge 
collapse of ‘67. Cool, I guess. Old dudes 
jamming some Iron Maiden inspired rock 
that they label “punk.” The guitar leads are 
interesting but that’s about it. Everything 
about this band makes you feel like they 
want to “make it” but you know, day jobs 
man. - Nicolai 


Love Moon - Clouded Bliss LP 
(DOD) 

Running back and forth between the 
doomy and the more melodic and emo el- 
ements of post-hardcore, Love Moon have 
a pretty well-defined and eclectic sound. I 
certainly enjoy the heavier, metal- tinged 
Melvins-esque breakdowns, contrasted 
with open-ended guitar that almost sounds 
like Explosions In The Sky. I also like how 
the vocals are recorded so you can really 
hear the room, which really works well with 
their sound. - Chago 

Lycus - Chasms CD 
(Relapse Records) 

Oakland funeral doom/dullness with hints 
of black metal. The intro sounds of the 
opener “Solar Chamber” sounds good with 
the percussion moving about then it just 
descends down the abyss of boredom and 
dreariness. The crux of this is between Mor- 
gion, a much less interesting Disembowel- 
ment, and Weakling. Honestly I would’ve 
been super into this stuff circa: 2000-2011 
but this style of metal has worn out its wel- 
come big time. I mean, nothing about this 
is designed to encourage inspiration - just 
tired, drawn out boredom, hopelessness 
and despair. All of this painted in dull 
browns and greys over and fucking over. 
Four songs of this is just too much, as is 13+ 
bloody minute songs of this. Granted, I saw 
this band live in 201 1 and they were OK for 
what it was, but goddamn Oakland - you 
have 29,759 too many of these bands, and 


this one really doesn’t do anything to stand 
out. - Justin Davisson 

Manateees - Croc N My Pocket LP 
(12XU Records) 

Fucked up, weird rock’n’roll from Mem- 
phis. Maybe it’s just that Manateees’ label 
(12XU) is from Austin, or maybe it’s that 
their Facebook posts (which clearly come 
directly from lead man Abe White) seem so 
tenuous and fraught with raw nerves that it 
seems at any moment that everything sur- 
rounding the band could at any moment 
spontaneously combust (simply the letter 
“F” in a post from January 21, and “I FUL- 
LY REGRET TO INFORM EVERYONE 
TOUR HAS BEEN CANCELED.I AM 
THOROUGHLY DISSAPOINTED MY- 
SELF BELIEVE ME, “ from March 3), but I 
can’t help but be reminded of Roky Erikson 
while listening to this record. Take that how 
you will, but I definitely recommend check- 
ing out this record and seeing this band live 
while you still have the chance. - JPool 

Maniac - Demimonde LP 
(La-Ti-Da) 

The singer of this band looks like he’s the 
character of “a 2015 power punk dude as 
portrayed by Rob Huebel.” This pleases 
me. It was also sent out with a one sheet, 
which I actually took the time to read for 
once in my life. Those things are basically 
worthless because most people never look 
at em, but I gotta tell you this one set up 
my listening experience quite nicely. I did 







waiter & the 
numbskulls (ray) 


think it was funny that they’re described as 
an “LA Supergroup,” and then lists a history 
with a bunch of band names that only kin- 
da vaguely ring a bell. Haha, just kidding 
guys, I think you’re all really super! This 
is straightforward power pop-punk, and 
when I put it on I immediately thought of 
a coupla friends that I know will love this 
release. There’s only 500 pressed (here in 
America) so if any of that piques your inter- 
ests then scoop one of ‘em up before they’re 
all gone. - Sloppy Pile 

Mardou - Rimbaud/Bounty Hunter 
(Torn Light) 

This is some seriously dark music. Like the 
blood might flow, but the body is dead. Like 
all gone, run out, the last moments of the 
last days kind of darkness. “Rimbaud” is 
a pounding, plodding Joy Division-esque 
post-punk musical adaptation of the poet’s 
“A Season in Hell.” The Joy Division thing is 
probably a lazy comparison they get all the 
time, but I think you’ll know what you’re 
getting into. I dig this because it doesn’t 
have that strange element of pop dance to it. 
This is not goth club music... this is worm 
squirm face first down a muddy hill with 
your arms at your sides goth punk music — 
my kind of goth punk music. Both songs 
are a little faster and noisier too. Recorded 
by John Hoffman, Cincinnati’s young leg- 
end, and thus it sounds fucking amazing, of 
course. - James Z. 


Mejico - EP CD 
(INVEV) 

The packaging looks like it’s a 7” but 
it’s a CD, I’m very fine with such 
things. This music really reminds me 
of mid ‘90s Skin Graft bands like Fly- 
ing Luttenbachers, Could they know? 
These days of course, there’s not much 
mystery or barrier to accessing at least 
the sounds of super specific, possibly 
distant scenes. Anyway, this band is 
very explosive with amazing techni- 
cal musicianship. The music has ele- 
ments of jazz and mathy post-hard- 
core, but still sounds very free. These 
performances are mind blowing. I 
only wish there were more vocals as 
most of the tracks are instrumental. 
Seriously, fans of Troubleman Unlim- 
ited, Gravity, GSL, etc. take note. The 
styles and tempos change every 10-20 
seconds but that’s what it’s about. This 
is a seriously good band and record- 
ing here. - Lucas S. 

Menthol - Plastic Garden CS/EP 
(Not Normal/Sorry State) 

Somewhere between punk, metal, and 
proto -punk lies Menthol. Some of the 
riffs are rockin’ and rollin’, with a little 
bit of tight-but-not-completely-metal 
tight guitar playing. Kinda like a lo- 
fi version of Death (the Detroit one). 
The vocals are definitely full of the spit 
and snarl you’d expect from the best 
punk bands - “Hysteria” reminds of 
Darby Crash live in The Decline of 
the Western Civilization. Definitely worth 
checking out, and has put Greensboro, NC 
on the map - at least for me. Tape on Sorry 
State, record on Not Normal. - Ray M. 

Midrake - Agents Of Love CD/LP 
(Monster Zero) 

Super polished pop punk from Switzerland 
that reminds me of every punk band that 
played the Warped Tour in the late ‘90s. 
Very catchy with lots of fun “whoas” and 
“ooohs” and some cool falsettos. The only 
downside for me is that all of the songs are 
about horribly bland things like jetlag, ex- 
otic cheeses, couples therapy, and there is 
definitely a margarita recipe in there some- 
where. As an aging punk myself, I hope that 
I never have to relate to any of these things 
personally, or that this is all a huge joke 
with no punchline. - Danny Bailey 

The Monoliths - Kevin EP 
(Webmaster) 

The Monoliths are in spacy both senses of 
the word. Cosmic, far reaching, and hyp- 
notic like the universe but also confusing, 
unknowable, and drugged out, like that 
stoner kid who plays hacky sack alone in 
the park. The guitarist, James Deen Dragon, 
plays a short, weird riff, and then repeats it, 
and then repeats it, and then repeats it, and 
then repeats it. The last riff starts to bleed 
into the next riff and right as you start to 
form a fucked up Stockholm Syndrome 
love of the riff it changes into something 
else with an explosion of effects. While 
this insanity is going on the singer, P. Liz- 


zard, is barking stream of conscious poet- 
ry at you. I would say it is nonsensical, but 
Mr.Lizzard delivers it with such dedication 
you are forced to believe there is a deeper 
meaning that just doesn’t translate from the 
band’s native Danish to the English lyrics. 
The drummer, Colonel Dickhead, does 
whatever he wants. I have heard this band 
before on their split with Fright Eyes and 
was completely unimpressed, but this EP 
sounds like a totally different band. Defi- 
nitely pick this EP up and start boarding 
up your windows because their first LP is 
almost here. - Nathan Miller 

Bruce Moody - Fresh Out! EP 
(MeanBean) 

This is too good, I hate this. Bruce Moody 
is melting my heart and my mind. Blasting 
out of the shadows of 1982, this rivals the 
best of the sweeter and serener of ‘80s pow- 
er pop. It’s very much reminiscent of the 
more exciting side of the Shoes. The fact 
that a record like this might slip through 
the cracks if, for instance, some old at 
Meanbean didn’t somehow happen upon it 
and demand a repress gives me total exis- 
tential shiwers in the worst way. And then 
again, every time some old cat represses 
some dinosaurs’ swan song, who’s to say 
which young buck gets tossed back down 
the wax hill. . . It’s a conundrum. I believe it 
was Thomas Jefferson who said, “the earth 
belongs to the living,” but, alas, more often 
than not we still dance to the songs of the 
dead. - James Z. 

Morus - Demo 
(morus23.bandcamp.com) 

Galloping hardcore with a tinge of metal 
outta Poland - with Nika from the great 
Post Regiment on vocals. Subject matter 
(all in Polish) deals with rape and male sex- 
ual harassment, and general disgust of the 
world and immediate surroundings. Great 
first outing. Can’t wait to hear more. - Ray 
M. 

Much Worse - Chronic Instigation LP 
(25 Diamonds Label) 

This is a sick as hell Minneapolis band. Mad 
riffs the whole time. Mostly midtempo/fast, 
never flying off the rails blasts or anything. 
So if that style annoys you this is for you for 
sure. The “woo-oos “ in “Bird on a Wire “ 
just made me crack up. That is some wacky 
shit. And just when I was about to complain 
about the vocals being a little too much the 
same on every song. That is my only com- 
plaint on this whole record. Otherwise this 
is fucking rad as hell hardcore punk. All 
over the place on riffs, tempo, and deliv- 
ery. Definitely an instance of wishing HQ 
would actually send me records, cuz I need 
this shit. - Eric Apnea 

Muerte - Muerte LP 

(Cabeza de Vaca/Cintas Pepe/SPHC) 

Have you ever found yourself alone in a 
cemetery, circle pitting and wishing there 
was something bleak, yet aggressive, enough 
to bother putting on as the soundtrack? 
Because why bother doing anything if it’s 
not going to perfectly encompass the de- 



spair of your personal/existential pit? Then, 
like myself, you’ll find 10 perfect songs on 
this recording to endlessly move to count- 
er-clockwise going nowhere... except your 
inevitable grave. - Ray M. 

Mutton - Flyblown EP 

(mutton-men.bandcamp.com) 

First listen to this self-released four song 
7” and it reminds me of Throat. Both the 
music and the vocals. Angular minor key 
changes with intermediate breaks to bring 
back the heavy and abrasive guitars. Speak- 
ing of abrasive, the vocals feel like they are 
churning concrete. Brash and growling 
which only adds to this. Another great 
band from Australia. - F. Ramirez 

The Myrrors - Arena Negra LP 
(Beyond Beyond is Beyond / Norman) 

Woah, good thing I smoked a big fat doobie 
before I threw this one on! This kinda re- 
minds me of Dead Meadow, but with more 
of a relaxation tape feel. With two of its four 
songs clocking in at over 10 minutes, this is 
a lot of accented jamming on one riff while 
a bunch of crazy wailing, or feedback, or a 
weird instrument plays over it. Despite my 
pathetic attention span, I made it all the 
way through. While I didn’t regret it, and 
the band certainly does what they do well, 
it is hard to imagine feeling compelled to 
revisit without weed. But hey, if you want to 
ride the snake, this one is for you. - Chago 
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"Purity Control" compilation 7" - WFBR-005 
six tracks of X-Files worship ft. Thee Wilt 
Chamberlain, Lieutenant Dance, James Dean 
Death Cult, Jason Douglass Swearingen 
(Turnspit), White Coke, and Adrienne Dodt . 
Split label w/ We Used to Drink Together. 

Loa Hex- "Orphan Cuts" CS - WFBR-006 - 11 
previously unreleased studio cuts. Ambient 
swells, jagged shreds, haunting vox. 
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Wet Nurse / The Meltaways split single flexi 


Turnspit / JR Fisher split single flexi 


James Dean Death Cult EP - Chicago folk punk 
goes electric on this upcoming release. 

"Glastonbury Grove EP" compilation 7" - 
seven tracks of David Lynch adoration ft. 
Badge Collector, The Electric Grandmother, 
Mr. Clit and the Pink Cigarettes, JR Fisher, 
James Dean Death Cult, and more. Split label 
w/ We Used to Drink Together Records . 
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Turnspit tours east this spring. JDDC / JR 
Fisher solo / Dan Staggs solo tour west this 
summer. Dates available on our website and on 
our facebook. Help us out with our tour gaps, 
get some cool merch. House shows forever. 

We wholesale with small minimums . Email us. 




Nequient - Infinite Regress CD 
(self-released) 

Pretty nice mix of 1990’s Swe-death Metal 
and c 00s metalloid crust band outta Chi- 
town. Even though it may come off with 
this strong Swedish death metal influence, 
there’s no lyrics about graveyards, zombies 
and that ilk. Well, OK, one of the songs has 
lyrics that go: “buried beneath debris/of 
blood-soaked centuries/every hope escape/ 
ends in funeral drape.” Though that song is 
about government control and mentions 
the line of coercion from }. Edgar Hoover, to 
drones, to the NS A. Bonus points for going 
after sexist shitbirds in “Misandrist,” which 
is a lyrical superkick party on Men’s Rights 
Activists & their dumb fedoras. Honestly, I 
would’ve never expected this from a band 
that’s inspired by Dismember & Entombed, 
though just as likely inspired by Skitsystem 
and Wolfbrigade. Off to a great start! They 
also have a demo from 2015 and a split with 
Animalaktivity on their bandcamp, too. - 
Justin Davisson 

New Berlin - Tour Tape CS 
(self-released) 

Accessible, blown out, indie-punk that 
could be the punchline to a “listens to The 
Coneheads once” meme. It’s listenable, but 
lacks energy. A prime example is the ul- 
tra-robotic track “Fan Boy (Ver. 2),” which 
is much weaker than its predecessor “Fan 
Boy,” and its inclusion feels pretty self-in- 
dulgent. The B-side of the tape is a really 
pleasant mixtape which, although appreci- 
ated, runs the risk of reminding the listener 
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Tha worlds sickest Orindcofe/Punk/HaRlcore/Nolse 
■ comp EVER!! 

I Includes tracks front SISSY SPACEK, WATER TORTURE 
iSORD Q AND TOMS U0ftE_ 

|026 5 WAY 0 RGASM0F D EATH 12* COMP LP 

This comp features tracks by some of the most brutal 
I Power Hectronk/Harsh Moue/WiQ 
I artists eyerto emerge from the bowels of Upstate NY.. 

I WAVES CRASHING PwAo CHORDS, SWALLOWING BILE, 

—J ROSY P ALMS, SUNKEN CHEEK, FOOT AND MOUTH DISEA 
|£3t HARSH SUPPLEMENT// HAD ES MINING Co. SPLIT 7' 

Two of North Americas heaviest bands team up! ! 

■ HxSx from Canada arid HMCo. from the USA LoF! 

| N olsecoremasters^strpylngm uslc as you know It. 

| C.32 W ATER TORTURE// HADES MINING Co. SPLIT 7" 

W.T. deliver 4 tracks of P V destruction from Buffalo NY, 

1 HMCo. counter with 40 tracks of Lo-H Crapcora I 

Rochester NY. / 

^J^TUNESEftOMTHETOILET VOL 2 COMP 7" j 

Second installment Nolse/Grindcore/Punk/Powervrtiateyer. l 
57 Bandsdellver more crap than you can Hush down atone UmeJ 

1^8 COLOSTOMY BAGUETTE7//HADES MINING Co. SPUT 3" I 
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— B-CB7 {Australia] vs. HMCo. [U SA) For true Nolsecore rara av is onfvM 

|g49 SL0TH//HADES MINING Co. SPUT V T 1 
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^0 SETE STAR SEPT//HA0ES MINING Co. SPLIT V i 

^^aPabjd Noisegrlnd from japan vs. Doom Jan Abortion from the USA 
|C-*1 DEATHWANK// HADES MINING Co. SPUT 7* 

■“I Mutant Scuracore from Scotland vs. Half Baked Slopcore from the USA 
| Co-Prod with NOI S E CARNA GE RECORDS/Poland. 

^42 CUM SOCK//HADES MINING Co. SPLIT 

I D>f fr Nolsecore Inm Canada vs. Zappa style Freak Out from the h sa 

F C0NTACT//HATEMA1E' 'i ■, 

I MQRTUJCK66 S AT GMAJl DOT COM 
|DI STR0/ST0RE U__ 

^ttp://www.dlscogs.com/seller/mbreatherl 
Tcoktinuumrecords.bigcartelcom u 


that they could have just spent the previous 
nine minutes listening to anything else. It’s 
not a bad tape though, really, it just vibes 
like they’re taking themselves too serious- 
ly for the audience they’re trying to play to. 
Basically, if you worship Burger Records 
and want a more obscure track for the mix- 
tape you’re making to give your next Ok- 
cupid date, definitely check this tape out. 
Otherwise, you can probably skip it and 
buy yourself a Taco Bell chalupa instead. - 
Mary V. 

No Bails - No Bails EP 
(Independent Fries) 

Fairly straightforward punk rock, by way of 
‘90s comps like Punk-O-Rama and Nitro 
records (suiting name don’t you think) At 
times it seems a bit forced, but the effort is 
there and the music is solid. No Bails seems 
straight out of a Tony Hawk soundtrack, 
(pun intended) especially the earlier edi- 
tions. - Ian J. 

The Nomads - Stagger in the Snow 2xLP 
(Bang! Records) 

Big c ol re-issue of the long-running Swedish 
garage rock band’s 1984 LP. There’s a bun- 
cha covers from a handful of their faves. 
The Sonics loom large on here with two 
versions of “Psycho” and two takes on “Boss 
Hoss.” Plus, there’s a very nice boogie-woo- 
gie style tune of their own (I think?) “Come 
Back Baby” as well as an ace cover of the 
13TH Floor Elevators’ “You’re Gonna Miss 
Me.” Not to forget the very Kinks/Thee 
Headcoats-like “Just Like Me”. Although 




the chorus on this ‘un is very punky and 
downright rabid. Lest I forget they have a 
very nice cover of the Supremes’ “Come 
See About Me” and the crushing ‘70s punk 
track “ESP.” This label (Bang!) is new to 
me, and this Nomads record fits right in 
with their bevvy of releases by the likes of 
the Gun Club, Kim Salmon & The Surre- 
alists, and Bloodloss. So, if you’re looking 
for some good-ass garage rock party tunes 
- look no further. - Justin Davisson 

OBN Ill’s - Worth A Lot Of Money LP 
(12XU) 

Before I laid the wax down onto my turnta- 
ble, this album had a lot going for it. First, 
they got Mac Blackout to do the album 
cover and that guy has been killing it late- 
ly. Big ups to that guy for keeping it savage 
as fuck all these years. Second, its out on 
12XU, but I know they’ve also released stuff 
through Tic Tac Totally and Castle Face, so 
I kind of had an idea of what I’d be hearing. 
For ages, the OBN Ill’s were one of those 
bands who fell victim to a classic pitfall, 
where I always heard about em without 
ever actually hearing their music. For bet- 
ter or worse, it was kind of what I expected, 
but I do really enjoy it. Their music is the 
sound of someone lighting a cigarette with 
the butt of their previous smoke, before it 
completely goes out. Let anoth- 
er slow burner do its thing cause 
you don’t give a toot. Cigarette 
rock is probably one of my favor- 
ite genres of punk cause it’s the 
type of recklessness where you 
embrace throwing beer around 
and acting like a teenager despite 
being a grown ass man in his 30s 
with male pattern baldness. You 
know what’s not balding, is those 
giant ass mutton chops adorning 
the side of your bloated head. All 
hail cigarettes, for they are our 
new God. - Sloppy Pile 

Opprobrium - Serpent Tempta- 
tion LP/CD/Download 
(Relapse) 

A little history before we begin: 
Opprobrium used to be called, Incu- 
bus. No, we’re not talking about the al- 
ternative-funk band from the late ‘90s/ 
early aughts. We’re talking about the death/ 
thrash metal band who had guest spots on 
albums by Sepultura and Cannibal Corpse. 
The same band who released two great al- 
bums before changing their name to Op- 
probrium. So, with the rash of bands these 
days going for the old-school death metal 
sound, how do these guys compare? Is a re- 
issue of their first album really a necessity? 
The answer is: abso-fucking-lutely. This is 
a vicious batch of trashy death metal in the 
vein of Venom, Celtic Frost, and (pre-Rick 
Rubin) Slayer with a healthy mix of Mer- 
ciful Fate-style NWOBHM thrown in for 
obvious measure. Relapse records has done 
a fantastic job over the years of re-introduc- 
ing classic bands to a new audience ready 
to finally appreciate them. Remember how 
stoked we all were for those ‘70s era Pen- 
tagram compilations? This is on par with 


that. Pick this up and enjoy your new favor- 
ite band. - Chris Avgerin 

Order of Night - EP1 
(orderofnight.bandcamp.com) 

This EP reminded me of something at first, 
and I still can’t place what it is. It burns slow- 
ly but it’s not boring, and somehow despite 
being only four songs long, it still manages 
to stretch itself over a longer period. “Roll 
in the Dead” is a highlight and sounds like 
it could be a Lords of the New Church song. 
The rest of them float by but still manage to 
be glossy and engaging without being too 
much of a bummer. I would be really inter- 
ested to hear what they come out with next. 
- Anna Wilkie 

The Ornerys - Wanna Get Dead / Keep on 
Dancing 45 
(Terror Trash) 

One sided lofi guitar trash garage rock. Ev- 
erything is blown the fuck out and they’re 
almost certainly fucked up in various ways. 
Easy. Not a whole lot going on, but it’s not 
missing anything either. A punk song called 
“Wanna Get Dead,” what else do you possi- 
bly need to know? - James Z. 

Pagan Piss - Alone CS 
(Lets Do Some Crimes!) 



teengenerate (andy) 


theme would be the singer’s exuberance 
and demanding presence that oozes out of 
every vocal track of which sometimes there 
are three, four? five?! Flamboyant rock ar- 
rangements that are cohesive despite being 
over-the-top and all over the place. - Kate 
Heitmanek 

David Peel - King of Punk Reissue LP 
(Hozac Archival) 

“FUCK YOU FUCKING FASCIST PHO- 
NY PUNKS! WHY DON’T YOU ALL GO 
BACK HOME WITH YOUR PLASTIC 
PARENTS? . . USNORT*. . . PIGS.” They call 
him the missing link between GG Allin and 
the Beatles, and it’s not bullshit. He had a 
record on Apple Records that was almost 
universally banned (“The Pope Smokes 
Dope”) and released some of the first stuff 
from the Jabbers on his own label, Orange 
Records. This particular record was origi- 
nally released in 1978, and just last year got 
a proper re-release. It’s more punk and con- 
sciously present than many seminal records 
that came before or after it. David Peel truly 
is the King of Punk and this record is proof. 
- JPool 

The Pen Test - Interstate LP 
(Moniker) 

Slight problem here: we only have a little 
over a month to review records 
for this issue, and I think it’s going 
to take years for this album to to- 
tally sink in. It was apparently in- 
spired by Kraftwerk’s “Autobahn,” 
with a similar structure of one 
track lasting over 20 minutes on 
the A- side and four shorter ones 
on the B-side. Since one review 
can’t possibly cover everything 
on this record, I’ll try to keep it 
brief: the A- side will send you on 
a trip, no drugs or vehicles nec- 
essary. The more standard-length 
songs on the B-side will appeal to 
record- collecting synth nerds and 
casual electronic music fans alike. 
If you don’t have the patience to 
listen to the whole record, at least 
put on “Za Zen” and picture your- 
self driving with cruise control as it 
plays. - Clement Wink 


Fast/Muddy hardcore from Grand Rapids. 
Total 80s vibe coming off this tape. After 
listening to this I immediately put on Gash 
God is Dead EP and Blight Dream is Dead 
EP. If this band existed in the ‘80s they 
probably would have been a bigger deal but 
sadly I feel like because of their location 
and the times they don’t get more atten- 
tion — much like a handful of bands from 
the Midwest. Wish the vocals were a little 
lower in the mix as at times it overpowers 
the guitar, but that’s just me being picky. - 
Eric Wally 

Richard Papiercuts - IF LP 
(Ever/Never) 

Keys and horns sass it up with vocals that 
have a tendency towards Roy Orbison or 
Freddie Mercury. One song is new wave the 
next sounds like the Cramps. The common 


Pink Hawks - Taste Your Medicine / KuKu 
12” single 

(Snappy Little Numbers) 

Let me get this out of the way, this isn’t 
punk. Or even rock music. This is dance 
music. If that isn’t your thing, then move 
along. But if you’re into some Fela Kuti 
afrobeat horns over some Sandinista-era 
Paul Simonen bass lines with hard groov- 
ing contrapuntal rhythms, then get out here 
on the dance floor with me as I have the DJ 
spin “Taste Your Medicine.” The only prob- 
lem with the track is that the vocals fall a 
little flat by sounding so thin compared to 
the music. But the song, with those horns, 
sounds so good that you can pretty mush 
ignore them if they bother you. I did. The 
B-side starts out a mid-paced rap-funk 
tune, but soon builds into an afrobeat rock- 
er with some great sounding call and re- 




sponse group vocals. Honestly, if they cut 
out the intro part and went straight into 
the meat of the song, I would have loved 
this even more. But like the vocals on the 
A- side, you can easily overlook any minor 
problem you might have with this record 
because its overall quality is so high - seri- 
ously, the horn section of this group is god- 
damn amazing. You’ll be hearing me play 
this at the next couple No Friends monthly 
DJ nights, that’s for damn sure. - Ray M. 

Pinkish Black - Bottom of the Morning LP / 

CD/Download 

(Relapse) 

Do you ever watch horror movies? Have 
you ever seen a horror movie that had a 
particularly gory scene (maybe for no good 
reason at all)? This is the background mu- 
sic. Pinkish Black have an affinity for “visu- 
al” music much like their label/tour-mates, 
Zombi (I caught the tour, both bands were 
fantastic). But, whereas Zombi delves into 
prog rock/Italo disco/funk, Pinkish Black 
focus on creating a sense of unease. They’re 
all about the gore and unsettling nature 
of their music. Those chant-like vocals ar- 
en’t doing much to lighten the mood ei- 
ther. Keyboardist/ vocalist Daron Beck and 
drummer Jon Teague aren’t just forming 
hypnotic soundscapes. Songs ebb and flow 
with the intensity of any heavy act you’re 
likely to see but with a grace suited to the 
cinematic. Truly, this is synth-driven music 
designed for the headbanger in all of us. - 
Chris Avgerin 


Platinum Boys - Future Hits LP 
(Dusty Medical) 

Trump just won Hawaii. This the after- 
math of Little Tuesday, and I stayed up late 
watching CNN for the announcement. On 
the lighter side Bernie won Michigan. This 
album represents the bitter sweet victories 
that come with living in a modern society 
that needs to find itself again. The Platinum 
Boys are the appropriate response to the 
Donald’s clean living, win-it-all lifestyle. 
And that only comes from the city that 
brought us beer. A city that represents hard 
working and hard living, with cigarettes, 
and being okay with just getting to the 
World Series. Great garage rock with some 
pyschedelic flair. If these dudes played the 
Trump University commencement cere- 
monies everyone would ask for their mon- 
ey back... in order to score some sweet 
weed, a keg, a pack of Reds, and a little bit 
of the party powder to make it unforgetta- 
ble. “Wild Child,” for example, is the kind 
of song you rock out to at a seedy bar, and 
grab your old lady and plant one on her as 
the reflection of red light hits the side of her 
face from the neon Miller sign that hangs in 
a filthy window. You whisper to her, “I got 
Heavy Metal on dvd and an eighth. Wanna 
bounce after the show?” The song straight 
up grooves, the guitars are fluid and rem- 
iniscent of a rad BOC song you haven’t 
heard yet — with a touch of the Fucking 
Champs. It goes down like a cold Molson 
on a summer’s day when the vocals come 
in. The vocals compliment both the tempo 
and feeling of the overall song. Then they 


blast you off into space with a breakdown 
filled with prog rock dueling, but chillaxed 
guitar solos. Then when you’re about to 
land on Mars you wake up to reality. “Can- 
dy” kicks in and it’s the perfect response to 
a space jam. A get up and go simple pop 
song. It’s like if Van Morrison listened to 
the Stooges, and then ripped off the guitar 
licks from “Sweet Jane,” but made it cooler 
and a tribute to all things cool— instead of 
becoming cliche and bad! It’s like when you 
light up that first morning cigarette, and 
you got your coffee, and you’re cruising the 
vacant roads of Muscoda, Wisconsin, open 
to whatever comes your way. - Ben Eads 

The Ponches - Hum LP/CD 
(One Chord Wonder) 

I wasn’t surprised to learn that this band is 
from Italy, because they play super fucking 
awesome punk rock. Catchy as hell, but not 
cheesy! Look, I’m not gonna sit here and 
list all the good or bad things about this 
record, I’ll just say this is a bad ass album 
if you’re into this style of punk rock and if 
you are, which I am, you should definitely 
check it out cuz you won’t be disappointed. 
Reminiscent of the good of days of the ‘90s 
when this shit was big here in America, but 
then again, seeing how many people go to 
festivals like Punk Rock Bowling and the 
Fest it’s hard to say this shit is not big here 
anymore. . . but you know what I’m talking 
about. Every song is a banger. 12 songs and 
19 minutes of fun. I hope these guys make it 
to the states sometime in the future because 
this shit is fucking sweet! - Daniel Becker 
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GO WHITE BRONCO 
POPULATION: GHOST TOWN LP 

Five years in the making, Population: Ghost Town is 
the first LP from Long Island lifer-band Go White 
Bronco. A lineup of musicians culled from 20-year 
collaborators and friends from local bands like 
Iron Chic, Fellow Project, Deep Pockets, Splurge, 
and Ancient Tongue, this nine track debut full 
length is a mostly bleak, sometimes triumphant 
existential meditation led by three acoustic 
guitars, crushing lyrics, and soaring multi-part 
harmonies. Crosby, Stills, Hash, and Old. 
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BOILERMAN 

FEEL WAYS ABOUT STUFF LP/CD 

With four EPs, an LP, and a slew of cassettes and 
compilations released since their 2010 demo, 
Boilerman has played over 1 70 shows across the US 
and Canada. The band’s sophomore full length is 12 
new songs using a sonic pallet drawn as much from 
bands like Leatherface and Articles of Faith as it is 
contemporaries like Canadian Rifle, Tenement, and 
Witches with Dicks. The album is rounded out by a 
faithful cover of The Mice’s 1986 “Not Proud Of The 
USA” and illustrations by Shannon Thompson. 


JRTCORDS 

DISTRO 


fl CONTACT: P.O. Box 501 East Setauket, NY 11733-0501 USA ONLINE: 86drec.com, 
4* wells@86drec.com DISTRIBUTED BY: Revelation, Ebullition, Stickfigure, Sorry State, 
? Skeletal Lightning, All In Vinyl (UK), Waterslide Records (JP), Sad Punk Records (AR). 
STILL AVAILABLE: Dead Uncles, Fellow Project, Rations, Utter Failure. DISTROS: get 
in touch for wholesale prices or trades. FILLING TOMORROW’S LANDFILLS TODAY. 
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Pretty Pretty - Talking to the Walls EP 
(Rad Girlfriend) 

Totally solid punk power pop jammers out 
of Columbus, OH. Two originals and a great 
Dead Moon cover. Its my favorite punk for- 
mula and Pretty Pretty do it really well— i.e. 
catchy, mid-tempo songs (two to three and 
a half minutes apiece, but not sluggish), 
with male and female vocals, each singing 
lead at some point, and loud guitars all over 
the place. Also minor chords abound— I 
need the minor chords! . . .and that’s my life 
until I die. - James Z. 

Rash - Demo CS 
(High Fashion Industries) 

I like the way these songs are recorded, it’s 
lo-fi but balanced and still good. Eric’s vo- 
cals come through nicely and there’s some 
really solid hardcore punk happening; my 
only issue is with one song where the vocals 
are super layered because it reminds me of 
‘90s screamo, and I think sometimes the 
songs move to another part that could just 
be saved for another song; and I’d like em 
better if it was just kept a little more simple. 
Also the tape has a nice brown and black 
insert but the lyrics are written so teensy 
tiny that I can’t read them for shit! Other- 
wise some decent hardcore punk with fast 
parts if that’s your thing, and slow mosh-y 
parts to drag your knuckles to. - Bee Tra- 
verse 

Raw Pony - Demo Tape CS 
(rawpony.bandcamp.com) 

Columbus, OH garage punk rock with 
vocals that sometimes remind me of 
Sleater-Kinney sometimes (is it that oc- 
casional vibrato?), but with a song called 
“Bo Diddley” (with some decisively non- 
Sleater Kinney vocals) you can be assured 
that there are no indie -rock hang ups on 
this thing. These ladies can rock’n’roll’n’wail 
with the best of em. Can’t wait to see them 
live! - Ray M. 

Ravi Shavi - Ravi Shavi CD 
(Almost Ready) 

The songs here definitely had a lot of 
thought put into how they were arranged, 
and the recording succeeds at getting that 
across. It sounds like Ravi Shavi has a taste 
for writing songs based in catchy melo- 
dies, but there’s just enough little variations 
in the guitar and bass to give these songs 
(especially “Hobbies”) a layered sound to 
keep them interesting on repeated listens. 
The biggest problem is that it’s a little too 
pleasant; plenty of conservative punks 
would hear Ravi Shavi’s self-described 
“garage pop” and immediately frown sim- 
ply because it’s not the kind of music that 
sends clean cut bar patrons running. I can 
personally dig the mainstream appeal, but 
it comes at the cost of creating any serious 
intensity. The vocals don’t really get across 
any emotion other than “I am very stoked 
to be playing music with my pals right 
now and wrote some rhymes that I can 
sing while doing so.” That isn’t bad by any 
means, but there is some significant room 
for improvement. - Clement Wink 


Red Mass - EP Rouge N.2 12” 

(Slovenly Recordings) 

If you’re into hearing someone yell at your 
ears in French with gothic electronic sounds 
in the back, you’ll be into Red Mass. They’re 
the kind of band that you would want in the 
background of a weird acid trip or some- 
thing that would fit into the soundtrack 
of Enter the Void. I don’t really know too 
much about French music, but there is this 
amazing French compilation called BIPPP 
- French Synth Wave 1979/85, which I rec- 
ommend everyone listen to but this album 
reminded me of a lot of the songs. - Denis 
Chavez 

The Remedials - Four Song EP 
(Meanbean) 

Early ‘80s Canadian proto-punk. Sounds 
like Cheap Trick with Johnny Thunders. 
Definitely worth the re-press. Cool phaser 
effect on the guitars and lots of bass mel- 
odies. This is a must-have if you like 
rock’n’roll. - Kate Heitmanek 

The Rentiers - Black Metal Yoga EP 
(Baldy Longhair Records) 

Great airy, lightly popped (I’m hungry) two 
song 7” from Joel Tannenbaum (Plow Unit- 
ed) and friends’ revolving cast band— this 
one has Anika Pyle (Chumped), Seth Kauff- 
man (Floating Action), and Mikey Erg (The 
Ergs). The title track is a metaphysical al- 
legory about doing what’s right and feeling 
ood about it. I could try to explain further 
ut you’re probably not on enough acid. 
The B-side is fully irie, mon, and further 
elucidates the title track’s theme of unifi- 
cation, all borne out by this simple line: 
“drunks and stoners living together/drunks 
and stoners making it work/time will tell 
whose problems are bigger/time will tell 
whose memory’s worse.” FFO: sitting on a 
warm porch, nursing a mescaline hangover, 
while pointing out hilarious quotes from 
Dianetics to your friends. - JPool 

Riverboat Gamblers - Time to let Her Go / 1 
Wanna Destroy You CS 
(End Sounds) 

Definitely some power-pop influence on 
this tape as well as some c 90s punk influ- 
ence. What makes this tape a little more 
interesting is the 
guitar leads, which 
are straight out of 
old school rock ri 
roll slabs. Straight- 
forward pop pun- 
kin stuff, if you dig 
Dookie you’ll like 
this one. - Ian J. 

Rotten UK - Back To 
WarEP 

(Byllepest Distro) 

These guys are from 
Rochester, NY but 
really hate Margaret 
Thatcher. Razorcake 
says this project is 
part joke, and I feel 
more warmly to- 
wards this very faith- 


ful recreation of UK82-style punk with that 
knowledge. I dug up a Youtube video of a 
show they played in Buffalo and I am really 
jealous of the lead singer’s eyebrow game. 
Anyway, if you like Discharge and simplis- 
tic songs about how war is a meatgrinder, 
this is for you! They also read a Charles Sor- 
ley poem which is a bit much for me but 
definitely appropriate for the atmosphere 
they’re trying to ape. - Ed Blair 

Sacrilege - Beyond the Realms of Madness 
LP 

(Relapse Records) 

Finally, this meisterwerk of proto -crust 
punk/metal gets re-mastered! Sacrilege 
(not the ‘80s Berkeley crossover band, or 
the ‘90s Swedish death metal band) were 
prevalent in the “anticipatory” feeling of 
metal-era English Dogs and later-era bands 
like Neurosis. Yet Lynda “Tam” Simpson’s 
vocals were more soaring and maybe more 
influenced by Beki from Vice Squad than 
Cal in Discharge. You can hear Sacrilege’s 
inspiration stretching from the late ‘80s 
and early ‘90s in Nausea (NYC) and Bolt 
Thrower, to recent years in After the Bombs 
and Elegy (S.F.). Sacrilege were in a very 
interesting time in UK hardcore and metal, 
as they didn’t always play super-fast, blast- 
beat style yet - like say their contemporar- 
ies. Like Deviated Instinct, they could mix 
up the mid-tempo trudge with some fast 
charging parts - often in the same song. 
Lyrically, their main topics are Hobbit stuff 
(“Shadow over Mordor” and “Flight of the 
Nazgul”) plus a lot of lines about nuclear 
and environmental destruction (“A Vio- 
lation of Something Sacred” and “Out of 
Sight, Out of Mind”) - all of which is still 
totally relevant. This also has a few demo 
tracks from 1986 and a few 2015 (!) tracks 
tacked on as well and two live tracks. You 
can hear their transition from the crusty 
stuff to the newer stuff, which obviously 
sounds more polished but still the spirit’s 
there. Yet it weirdly comes off like “stadi- 
um crust meets the last 20+ years of Slay- 
er.” Anyway, the live tracks are also quite 
excellent & as is the lot of this - so get on 
it! Now if they could just re-release the An- 
glican Scrape Attic compilation... - Justin 
Davisson 
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Salvation - Royal Fucks CS 
(Cold Slither Tapes) 

I don’t get out to as many shows as I’d like 
to lately, but after hearing this tape I will 
make sure to go see Salvation as soon as 
possible. They’ve got a bit of Chicago’s dark 
flavor in the mix. A lot of my favorite bands 
from Chicago have an overwhelming black 
cloud feel to em. Some examples would be 
Touch & Go’s roster during the Jesus Lizard 
years, the warped heaviness of US Maple, 
or the windy city’s current day champions 
of creepiness, Running. There’s something 
kinda spooky about all of em while also 
maintaining an unforced sense of machis- 
mo sexy. As I’ve said before, this has a bit 
of that flavor stirred in, and baby likes his 
tasty yum-yums. I know this is gonna ruffle 
some feathers, but I’m actually glad this is a 
cassette release. Yeah, that’s right, I said it! 
It helps with the gritty sound the band is 
trying to deliver. That means it’s cheap so 
you might as well pick one up if you see it 
on a folding table at the back of a show. - 
Sloppy Pile 

Sandratz - Social Swarm CS 
(Shake! Records) 

Kickass garage punk from Florida! Re- 
ally fucking good! This sounds like the 
soundtrack of a cheap beer fueled basement 
show adventure. If you like your punk dirty 
and dance-y, shake your ass to the sound 
of Sandratz and try to catch em live if you 
have a chance. I don’t know if they’re plan- 
ning on making it out to the West Coast 
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any time soon, but I’ll be sure to catch em 
if they end up here. - Daniel Becker 

The Sangomas - Giddyup & Destroy CS 
(Shake! Records) 

Oh boy, this is a good one. This 13 song, 
breakneck-speed, high-energy punk rock 
full length cassette from Montreal jammers 
The Sangomas is a no-frills, riff-drenched 
explosion for fans of the Hellacopters and 
Turbonegro. It even reminds me of a rifh- 
er Rocket From the Crypt or Hot Snakes at 
times. With the exception of one mid-al- 
bum track that slows it up, this album rarely 
lets up on the pace or volume. If that’s your 
thing (and it’s definitely mine) Giddyup & 
Destroy is worth a listen. - J. Wexler 

Sapphogeist - s/t CS 
(No Rent) 

This tape is not at all what I expected from 
No Rent Records, a typically experimen- 
tal noise label that’s released the sneaki- 
est dream-pop release I’ve heard in recent 
memory via Sapphogeist. Somewhat goth-y 
cuts that reminds me of some seriously 
4AD or Cocteau Twins-worship (with lay- 
ered vocals not at all dissimilar to Chicago’s 
Fielded,) Sapphogeist is the nom de plume 
of Baltimore’s Zoe Burke (best known as 
vocalist for the ferocious Reverse Baptism,) 
and Saphogeist is a day-glo -end-times yin 
to her other project’s blasting yang. The 
most crossover-friendly industrial release 
I’ve heard in years, give Sapphogeist a listen 
and thank me later. - Ted Sweeney 

Secret Lover - Secret Lover LP 


(Sister Cylinder) 

I fell in love within the first 30 seconds of 
this record. With an eerie, dark and soulful 
voice, she sings, “When I saw you last night, 
I was wasted out of my mind, and I said to 
you some things I never want to hear. . .” It 
gave me heartbreak shudders. Her voice is 
amazing, and the songs are written with 
that in mind. They have a vintage mini- 
malist quality. And it gets better! There’s 
an uneasiness under it all and I can’t quite 
put my finger on it. It’s haunting. Although 
no single element is exceptionally strange 
or remarkable, the whole thing together is 
both of those things— almost like a dark 
and folky Shocking Blue. You need to hear 
this! - James Z. 

Self Help - Demo CS 
(Don’t Touch My Records) 

I always give a tip o’ the hat to any band that 
is named in such a way that it’s incredibly 
difficult to google information about them. 
Well done on that front, Self Help. As far 
as demos go, I like what I hear thus far al- 
though it doesn’t sound like the band has 
really honed in on what their specific sound 
is quite yet. They kind of bounce around a 
little bit, but everything is anchored really 
well with female vocals. I don’t think this 
band would sound as good if there was 
some chav singing. It’s also a demo for 
fuck’s sake, and they can’t all be No Life c Til 
Leather. Hopefully they put something else 
out cause I’m curious as a kitten to see what 
kind of big dogs come from these sick pup- 
pies. Run with the big dogs, go hard or go 
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home, woof woof! - Sloppy Pile 
Severance Package - All Down Hill 7” 

(Shut Up) 

Three song 7” of mostly mid-tempo ‘77 
style punk rock, with female and male vo- 
cals trading off. The first song is the more 
poppy variety; the second song is a bit faster 
and scrappier and pretty cool; and the third 
song kicks in some ska. - Chris Gottlieb 

Shearing Pinx - Poison Hands 12” 

(Gilongo) 

This almost reminds me of when I was in 
high school and my friends and I got our 
hands on a Jellyroll Rockheads record, 
which we put on 33 rpm, listened to, and 
all agreed that “yeah this is kind of weird 
but pretty cool.” A few listens in, we looked 
at the label and realized it was supposed to 
be on 45, thus resulting that we had been 
doing it totally wrong and beginning our 
true introduction to the spastic, fucked up 
sounds of that band. This record is kind of 
like if you took all the weird shit your ears 
ever heard set on 33 and turned it up to 45; 
weird, jagged outbursts of fuzzed out noise 
that lead into tight pop-punk choruses, all 
backed up with high pitched vocals that cut 
through all the background insanity. The 
second side of the record is mostly noo- 
dling and noise, which unfortunately kind 
of ruined it for me. - Garvey 

Shitty Nights - Rich Kid Jokes CS 
(self-released) 

I don’t know if I should call this street punk 
or mid-tempo hardcore. The songs are 
short n sweet and the choruses are actual- 
ly catchy and anthemic. On this recording 
there is a strong balance struck to make the 
recording sound gruff but not muddy. They 
must be an energetic crew of people, as the 
tour in support of this tape went from Buf- 
falo, NY to New Orleans, LA with no days 
off in between. That must have hurt. - Paul 
Schwartz 

Sick Livers - Mid Liver Crisis LP 
(Baldy Longhair / Glunk) 

We end the night with a band from Wales. 
It’s a fun record. Nothing serious with these 
bastards. The record starts with an over- 
dubbed voice over: “This is my denim, 
there are many like it, but this one is mine.” 
Granted, it’s cheesy, but I love cheese on ev- 
erything— including at White Castle. The 
lead track doesn’t stick out, but it’s a decent 
lead into what to expect. It doesn’t get deep 
and even the choruses get silly. “Smell of 
Elvis,” for example, is just: “E-L-V-I-S/Hell 
Yeah/Woah!/Yes!/I smell of Elvis.” Don’t 
judge the song. It’s pretty dope, with manic 
Ramones-like guitars and a killer break- 
down. Think Rat Fink, but faster, and if 
Johnny was in the Misfits instead of Doyle. 
The band is like the Stallions meet Nash- 
ville Pussy, with a Paul Stanley Kiss vibe. 
I personally find this endearing, but if you 
have a deep love for Crimpshrine, this ain’t 
for you. You’re probably listening to Crass 
while reading Das Kapital anyway. - Ben 
Eads 


Sin Motivo - El Desierto LP 
(Not Normal) 

This is one uggggly record, man. Trudg- 
ing and sludging through a wall of noise 
and cavern-like screams of this thing. The 
first track, “Los Culpables,” is a cascade of 
feedback, pick scratches, and pretty much 
undecipherable, echoing vocals. It’s times 
like this where I wish we only reviewed 
physical releases, cause then I might have 
a lyric sheet/liner notes in front of me to let 
me know whether or not this song has any- 
thing to do with Juan Villoro book/story 
of the same name. “Preguntales” picks up 
the pace to a true hardcore speed, and then 
drops out the bottom, cre- 
ating a perfect mid-tempo 
dance/slam song, all in 
two minutes. Then there’s 
the epic 11 -minute long 
title track. I normally hate 
shit like that. Punk bands 
can barely keep my atten- 
tion for 20 minutes when 
they’re playing a full set. 

But Sin Motivo has a great 
endgame. Never once did 
I lose interest or zone out. 

Actually, I kept turning it 
up the whole time, trying 
to pick up on the nuanced 
drumming that would 
slowly change up the 
parts. By the time the ring 
out faded I was at full vol- 
ume - where any record 
of substance and worth 
should be. - Ray M. 

Skin Graft- Vitriol CS 
(Fuck Mountain Limited) 

Noise is hard to review. This is a harsh noise 
artist from Cleveland. The A-side mostly 
sounds like a tape recorder on a very windy 
day with a little feedback hum thrown in 
here or there. The B-side is slightly more in- 
teresting to me. A bit more broken up parts. 
Still sounds like two pieces of steel being 
forced across each other at about 65 mph. 
I don’t even hate noise, I just don’t have any 
good ideas on how else to review this. If I 
had the physical cassette copy in my hands 
I might have more to say, but these are lim- 
ited to 51 so that’s not happening. - Eric 
Apnea 

Skullcrack - Cut It Down EP 
(self-released) 

This is a weird mix between nu-thrash/ 
crossover and the kind of rock’n’roll hard- 
core vibe that was big in 2003, like the Sui- 
cide File. It’s mostly well-executed, but there 
are a lot of moments that leave me scratch- 
ing my head. There are some nice guitar 
solos, but a heaping dose of generic tough 
guy lyrics (“Bullshit superiority you feign, 
I wanna use my fist to beat in your brain”) 
and generic songs that blend together make 
this a pretty forgettable 7”. - Ed Blair 

The Sky We Scrape - Broken Ladders 
One-sided 12” 

(Underground Communique) 


Honestly, it was difficult for me to get 
through this. Riot Fest-type pop-punk that 
leans more toward “alternative” than any- 
thing else. White vinyl with a graphic on 
the other side. - Garvey 

Snarky - S/T CS 
(self-released) 

I’ve never heard of this band before and 
considering their name is Snarky, I couldn’t 
find shit! I did find a plethora of info about 
some garbage band called Snarky Pup- 
py (who look like an instrumental fusion 
band. I don’t know what you dudes sound 
like, but you look like a bunch of Texan 
trust fund neo -hippies that warm up for 


band practice with a fucking hacky sack) 
but I couldn’t find much beyond that. The 
cassette lacks a label and the band members 
didn’t include their last names. I’m guessing 
it’s a bunch of fun time gals based on their 
first names. I don’t know Morgan, Ashley 
and Megan of Snarky, but I like their desire 
to remain mysterious. Some of their lyrics 
are completely blurred, but I know I heard 
“Mommy doesn’t want” at the end of one 
song, so I’m forced to make my own con- 
clusions. First, of all “daddy like.” Being 
mysterious in this day and age is awesome. 
Let the audience have their imaginations 
run wild. I bet these sweet mamas are se- 
cretly on the lam, perhaps running away 
from infamous Mexican cartel leader El 
Chapo himself! Not only did they steal and 
smoke all of his freewheeling hippie love 
weed, but Ashley broke his heart and shit 
in his mouth. Talk about being Snarky! You 
girls straight up nawsty! - Sloppy Pile 

Sons of Intrepid - Best Of Luck/Tonight 45 
(self-released) 

Hiding in an unassuming plain white sleeve 
lies a coke bottle clear slab of vinyl from 
Oakland, California’s sludgy/riff rockers, 
Sons of Intrepid. What we’ve got here is 
some solid musicianship executing some 
low-down, southern style, stoner rock. 
Also, I can’t help but tip my cap to the mu- 
sical prowess on their cover of MC5’s “To- 
night.” All in all, this particular brand of 
wankery is not my thing, but I’m guessing 
if you smell like Otto Mann’s jacket these 



pin prick punishment (andy) 



might be the jams you’re looking for. - Vito 
N. 

Soft Target -JTIF CS 
(Depravity Label) 

Chicago’s Depravity Label has quickly be- 
come one of the most consistent noise cas- 
sette powerhouses in the game right now, 
and this most recent release from Soft Tar- 
get does nothing besides continuing in the 
label’s blown-out, antisocial aesthetics. On 
JTIF what the audience gets is very listen- 
able creeper noise music with a complete- 
ly palpable pull that draws the listener 
into trance states in lieu of blasting them 
through the center of a jet engine. Discom- 
forting spoken word tape loops seem to 
foreshadow half-messages across rhythmic 
industrial hum (think classic M.B. pacing,) 
with a distinct message that something aw- 
ful is about to happen at any moment. - Ted 
Sweeney 

Spacejunk - Bite Your Tongue CD/LP/CS 
(High Kick Records) 

Solid punk/garage full length from this 
Melbourne, Australia DIY four piece. Tons 
of heavy riffs, driving rhythm section, and 
plenty of hooks for good measure. “Bite 
Your Tongue,” their second album for Mel- 
bourne’s High Kick Records, was recorded 
in the band’s own practice space and sounds 
exactly the way a fuzzed-out, guitar- driven, 
frenetically-paced album should sound. 
Spacejunk certainly isn’t breaking any 
new ground, but they don’t need to as they 
found a formula that works and continue to 


pump out quality music. - J. Wexler 

Spring Breaks - Wimp 
(springbreaks 1 .bandcamp.com) 

This album starts off with the title track 
and it is a sick punk jammer. I was hoping 
that they would continue with the same 
energy, but it turns more towards garage-y 
rock’n’roll, which is what I think they were 
trying to do in the first place. I imagine 
that they mostly play at bars, that’s not very 
spring break to me, but I haven’t given a shit 
about spring break since before I’ve been 
able to go to bars. Sick artwork though. - 
Scotty 

Starve - Desperate Measures EP 
(On The Attack Records) 

Remember when it was like 2004 and some 
of your punk friends starting listening to 
metalcore and you didn’t get it? I do. Re- 
member hanging out with your friends 
while they listening to Remembering Nev- 
er and Parkway Drive? I do. Remember not 
liking any of that shit? I do. I just wanted to 
cruise down memory lane with you for a sec 
before we go on with this review. . . Anyway, 
Starve are these sweet looking young lads 
from Abilene, TX. They play this tough guy 
hardcore stuff that vaguely sounds like early 
Victory records stuff circa 1994. There’s also 
this suburban, teen center metal core thing 
going on. I don’t know what the fuck they’re 
talking about, but it sounds serious. Fuck- 
ing serious, man. A lot of angst in these 
kids’ loins. Ten bucks says they’re going to 


play indie rock in seven years. How much 
Bro can you take? - Nitin 

Street Clones - Cloned For Your Pleasure CD 
(Mystery School) 

Try as I might, I’m constantly judging al- 
bums by their covers. The band name and 
album artwork led me to think that this 
is music for C.H.U.D.s. This is the type of 
band that shows up to the venue, with the 
singer looking like he just woke up from a 
nap in the back of the van, dried dirt caked 
all over the side of his arm. “When’s the last 
time that guy took a shower,” you ask your- 
self. Somehow he smells like he just washed 
his hair though, which really adds anoth- 
er layer of mystery to the equation. Upon 
hearing the album, and discovering that 
these clone babies hail from North Cack- 
alacka, I bet I’m right in my assessment. 
If you were to find yourself inside of their 
practice space, I bet you’d find that it’s full 
of empty beer bottles, full blossomed with 
cigarette butts (they’re so goddamn cheap 
in NC!) and black water. Even if you didn’t 
touch a single thing in the room, you would 
walk outta there with something sticky all 
over your hands and you are not going to 
use the bathroom here. “I’ll have better luck 
with a puddle outside,” you think. And it’s 
at that moment, when you’re washing your 
hands off in a brown puddle outside, that 
the Street Clones have won and you’ve un- 
expectedly become one of them! If you’re a 
swamp trogg type person and you’ve always 
wanted to hear an East Coast version of Jel- 
lo Biafra, then this is for you. - Sloppy Pile 
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Suspicious Beasts - Might Die Tomorrow LP 
(Alien Snatch) 

2013 s Never Bloom is a masterpiece, and 
Ive been listening to it regularly for the last 
three years or so. This record is a beauti- 
ful follow up. Might Die Tomorrow is un- 
deniably a garage rock record similar to 
a mellow Reigning Sound, but more in a 
strange and roundabout way. Recorded by 
Jeff Burke and Mark Ryan, there’s guitars, 
organs, and some Beatles-esque melodies. 
But Suspicious Beasts are an enigma. They 
somehow manage to tackle the heaviest 
things in life, but in a reassuring, patient, 
manner, and with a bizarre disconnected 
tenderness — like a gifted child might cradle 
and ponder an n-dimensional Rubiks cube. 
There’s an admiration and proper respect; 
there’s a certain emotional distance. These 
songs are almost all about death and be- 
yond, about eternity — but whispered like a 
soft hug from a close friend. There’s sereni- 
ty in the melodies, tranquility in the hooks, 
peace in the grooves. Don’t get me wrong, 
there is damage and pain— life is damage 
and pain, but there is a sort of resolve too. 
This is the perfect record for a contempla- 
tive late afternoon, when the sun illumi- 
nates the dust floating through your living 
room, and you switch from coffee to wine. 
- James Z. 

Sweet Talk - Double Perfect LP 
(12XU) 

There are moments where the guitar work 
on this record is sheer bliss. The songs are 
generally well crafted and catchy pop jams 
in their own right, but some of those fuck- 
ing guitars are out of control. There’s plenty 
of super showy leads, which can go either 
way, but I’m way more into the subtler 
slightly dissonant noodles interlaced. Al- 
together, Sweet Talk has a pretty straight- 
forward Cheap Trick pop-rock thing going 
on, and they do it well. I wonder why they 
buried all of the best songs on the B-side, 
though. Literally, every song on the B-side 
is better than every song on the A-side. 
“Wrong” and “Tigntrope” are certifiable 
bangerz, and there’s a 100% chance “Stand 
Up” is going on the next mix tape I make. 


Pretty psyched to 
hear where they go 
next. - James Z. 

The Switchblade Kid 
- The Switchblade Kid 
LP 

(Miss Molly Music) 
This LP goes in a few 
different directions, 
but falls mostly un- 
der the mid-tempo 
garage punk/rock 
umbrella. The pro- 
duction goes along 
with this, with a lot 
of muffled vocals and 
reverb. The songs 
vary a bit in style, 
from some psych-y 
garage rock to beach 
rock, then go on to 
some pretty quality new wave, and an al- 
most shoegaze-y song. Tying it together is 
the sparse garage sound aesthetic. My big- 
gest objection is that the songs tend to me- 
ander too long without immersing the lis- 
tener in an atmosphere, which is difficult to 
do with sparse garage production. I found it 
enjoyable at times, but kinda boring at oth- 
ers. - Chris Gottlieb 

The Televisionaries - Freezing to Death CS 
(More Power Tapes) 

Surf rock similar to Dick Dale, no vocals. 
This group epitomizes surf music with 
those fast hang-ten beats and guitar work 
with a driving bassline. However, Televi- 
sionaries show their ability to creep along 
at a low-tide pace. Perfect for a fast drive at 
night, followed by a make-out session at a 
lounge beat. - Ian J. 

Tenement - The Blind Wink LP 
(Deranged) 

A band hailing from my home state of Wis- 
consin whose name I’ve heard but music 
I’ve somehow missed out on. Definitely was 
a mistake on my part. After some digging 
I found that this album was originally re- 
leased in 201 1 via Cowabunga records, only 
to be re-issued on Deranged for the current 
run. This album is a creative endeavor into 
all the possibilities that catchy mid-tempo 
Replacements-esque punk can give you. 
The opening track “Viscous” is a quick 
punk rock punch in the gut. “Lost Love 
Star Lust” makes heads bob and has a great 
catchy sing-along chorus. “The Cage that 
Keeps You In” is a sweet sounding down- 
tempo tune that incorporates piano. “Hey, 
Soozie” starts off as a mellow acoustic bal- 
lad that ends up with a bit of a folk- coun- 
try vibe before the end. The short, creative, 
yet fully developed songs reminded me 
of listening to a Guided by Voices record. 
If you dig the range of musical styles and 
instrumentation presented on this album 
with the underlying theme of “punk band 
extends beyond just straightforward punk,” 
then allow me to recommend Expensive 
Vomit in a Cheap Hotel, the sophomore 
album by a great now defunct twin- cities - 
by-way-of-Madison band called Sleeping in 


the Aviary. Overall, The Blind Wink is defi- 
nitely worth a listen for anybody who likes 
a record that keeps you constantly engaged 
and guessing what is next. - Nick Reetz 

Tentacles - Ambivalence LP 

(Dead Tank/Deadwood/IFB/React With Pro- 

test/Zegema Beach) 

This is so fucking ferocious. Tentacles per- 
form an epic style of grindy screamo, rang- 
ing from GYBE! style bombast to black 
metal-inspired tremelo/blastbeat extrav- 
aganzas. This sounds like a lot of genre 
hopping, and you’d be correct in that as- 
sumption, but Tentacles make it all seem 
cohesive. I’ve been listening to this obses- 
sively for two weeks now. Highly recom- 
mended. - Ed Blair 

The Terminal Five - 3x5 CS 
(Feel It) 

This is a pretty rockin’ batch of tunes from 
these Richmond inhabitants. Ripping rock 
ri roll style leads battle with gravelly vocals 
all over a very tight rhythm section. This is 
definitely punk influenced in its production 
and presentation, but reminds me more of 
the stuff that led to punk than anything. A 
solid three song offering. - Jim Gies 

Thisclose - Chapter III LP 
(SPHC) 

I couldn’t get down with this band because 
of the super high-pitched, almost hair met- 
al sounding vocals, and also the parody-es- 
que approach to their band name written in 
the same font as Discharge/Disclose. That 
was an immediate turn-off because I simply 
Dislike (see what I did there) wacky/zany 
concepts for bands that seem like some- 
one took an inside joke too far. So, with 
that being said this record just got handed 
to the wrong person probably. The music 
itself isn’t that bad but still not my cup of 
tea. Mid-paced punk/ thrash with metal 
elements peppered throughout (some gui- 
tar wanking here and there). It just bored 
me immediately, and slightly annoyed me 
at times. They sound more like the “KISS- 
charge” version of Discharge, if that is any 
indication... - R. Komen 

Topsy Turvy’s - I Expect Nothing and I’m 
Still Let Down EP 

(Deux Pieds Deux Dents/Krods/Larsen 
Prods/Les Disques de Geraldine/Nev- 
er Trust An Asshole/Panda/Smalltones/ 
Snayle/Thirty Hour Drive) 

Ultra-poppy punk. Total Good Charlotte/ 
Sum 41 vibes. The actual music isn’t too 
bad as it can be super fast and pummeling 
at times. If you took out the vocals it could 
potentially sound something like NOFX. 
But, in this reviewer’s opinion, the vocal de- 
livery and extremely melodic guitarmonies 
are what cause this band to be one that gen- 
erally only angsty 14-year-olds might listen 
to. To be blunt: this is the kind of music that 
made me develop a strong aversion to the 
term “pop-punk” growing up. Glad to have 
discovered the likes of bands like Bananas 
and Terry Malts to redeem that term for 
me. - Nick Reetz 



Total Abuse - Excluded 12” 

(Deranged) 

Hard to believe this band has been around 
for almost 10 years. Most hardcore bands 
either breakup or turn into utter shit after 
that many years. Total Abuse is still kill- 
ing it after all those years. Its also crazy to 
think that some of the members were also 
in the Snobs, an amazing hardcore band 
back in the early c 00s when they were 14 or 
15 years old! I must admit I wasn’t much 
of a fan of their last 7”, Looking For Love, 
so I wasn’t expecting to care much for this 
one. Oh man, was I wrong. The first song, 
“DNA Evidence,” kicks in with such a killer 
riff that it makes you want to smash your 
face into a wall. On “Chew On The Cage,” 
Rusty seriously sounds tortured when he 
screams, “We are trapped, trapped again.” 
The B-Side opener, “Jealousy,” is easily my 
favorite song. After the little intro it goes 
into an almost metal type riff with fast pick- 
ing. It caught me off guard at first but builds 
into an awesome ripping riff. I really didn’t 
think this album would be better than their 
second LP, Mutt, but after going back to that 
record, this one destroys it. The production 
is way better and the guitars sound huge. 
Not many hardcore bands can keep my at- 
tention if their songs are a minute plus but 
Total Abuse makes it interesting enough 
not to bore me. Best thing I reviewed this 
issue and probably will be my one favorite 
records of the year. - Nicolai 


Trashcan Dance -Reptile Heart LP 
(Self-released) 

Bad omens from the start — the cover art 
makes the band look like a combination of 
the Dwarves and Gogol Bordello. The insert 
describes their sound as a result of the un- 
holy union of Depeche Mode, Turbonegro 
and Dingo. What they actually sound like is 
pretty straightforward rock’n’roll with some 
synths. The songs with the promised “in- 
dustrial ‘80s goth vibe” just seem like jokey 
toss-offs. All of them have goofy dramatic 
vocals with “anti-PC” lyrics about sluts and 
spazzes and grimy nihilistic partying, etc. 
Honestly if I was in Finland I would go see 
these guys because they probably put on a 
pretty fun show, and I don’t know what else 
I would do in Finland at nighttime. But for 
all the zany crazy guys packaging, the re- 
cord is pretty boring at its best, least cringey 
moments. - Alix Carl 

TV Slime - Flying Fuck EP 
(self-released) 

I’m sure I’m not the only punk in Chicago 
unaware of this eclectic hardcore group. On 
one track they’re playing a fast no -thrills 
HC banger and on another they’re doing 
a three minute slow burn with guitars that 
sound like lasers. It’s unusual, but listening 
to it front to back there are some common 
threads that tie it all together and make 
it work. I’m ready to hear more. - Paul 
Schwartz 


Ulver - ATGCLVLSSCAP LP/CD/Download 
(Relapse) 

Gorgeous, expansive, tiresome, long-wind- 
ed, majestic, introspective, rewarding, bor- 
ing. All of these words could be used to 
describe Ulver’s latest opus depending on 
your mood or attention span. Ulver have 
never been ones to give a fuck about what is 
expected of them. How else do you explain 
a band who went from groundbreaking 
black metal, to acoustic folk, back to black 
metal, and on to ambient electronica? So, 
with this 80 minute, mostly improvised set 
of ambient rock, we run the gamut of the 
aforementioned adjectives. There are times 
where there is utter beauty and melodies 
that would make anyone weep. Moments of 
quiet solitude give way to grandiose guitar 
lines with transcendent vocals and drums 
that groove hypnotically. But, as mentioned 
before, these moments are for those with 
a great amount of patience. If you’re will- 
ing to sit with this album for a while, there 
are worthwhile rewards to be had. If you’re 
looking for a quick fix, this isn’t your bag. - 
Chris Avgerin 

Unden For Cirklen - U.F.C. CS 
(U.F.C.) 

Literally meaning “outside the circle”, this is 
a comp from Denmark released in October 
of 2015. This is a six band comp starting 
out with J. They play three fast and raw 
tracks with awesome breakdowns. They 
sounds like classic early European hard- 
core like Diskonto and Mob 47. Next is 



The Flickinger 32NB console was the last and largest ever built. Housed at United Sound in 
Detroit , it has made many hit records. The MC5, The Stooges, Death, and The Damned have al 
used this desk. The story of how this console got its start is one for the ages. 


Other notable acts are Aretha Franklin, Whitney Houston, The Rolling Stones, Foghat, Isaac Hayes, George Clinton, 
The Red Hot Chili Peppers, Marvin Gaye, Gladys Knight, The Doobie Brothers, Sonic Youth and many many more. 
This is the console that started it all, now you can add to its legacy for a fraction of the price. 


Recently and meticulously restored, now you can use it for your project at a fraction of the price. 
Hear samples of the Flickinger at sonicpharmacy.com or soundcloud.com/ghostrocketband: 


Dedicated to the production and preservation of punk rock 
For rates, booking, and general info, email us at 
For technical questions or other questions about the gear call Dan at (504) 208-8725 



0%. What a sick name for a sick band. They 
give us 3 more rocking tunes. This three 
piece play a weird style of rock with the 
first and third song being pretty straight 
forward catchy rock and the second one 
having a more chaotic and strung out feel. 
A+. To conclude side- A is Illegal To Ex- 
ist. Straight forward fast punk. Cool. Side 
B starts with Lesion. This band is heavy 
with sick grooves and raw vocals. Highly 
recommended. Warbeast is next. By far my 
favorite. Fast rock n roll hardcore 
like Zouo. Really sick. Next Direct 
Youth tear it up with some classic 
youth crew. What a comp. Get it if 
you can. - Harold M. 

Useless Eaters- Temporary Mutila- 
tion EP 
(Slovely) 

These dudes jam out pretty hard. 

They play a dark, angular, rhyth- 
mic brand of post-punk- SF style. 

They sound like a band MRR 
would gush over, if that makes 
any sense. They kinda sound like 
the Fall, I suppose. The singer has 
a pretty good faux British accent. 

The vocals are distorted and the 
recording is lo-fi. The instruments 
weave in and out of each other. 

Sonically, this effort is quite capti- 
vating. Even if you don’t really dig 
the style, they keep it interesting enough to 
keep you hanging on until the end of the 
sixth track. I’m eager to check these fellas 
out live! - Nitin 

UXO - UXO LP 
(Reptilian Records) 

What happens when you cross Unsane and 
Today Is The Day? You get UXO, Chris 
Spencer from Unsane and Steve Austin of 
Today Is the Day. This has the heavy gui- 
tar riffs of Austin and the noisy twang that 
Spencer is known for. Sonically this record 
reminds me of Neurosis and Godheadsilo. 
Simply if you are into the AMRep/ Noise 
Rock sound, this right up your alley. - F. 
Ramirez 

iVamanos! - iVamanos! Presents a Ten Inch 
at 45 RPM 10” 

(King Pizza) 

These NY longhairs play superb garage 
rock. It’s stripped down but not simple, 
fuzzy and groovy, and there is a repetition 
to it that lulls you in and then gives you a 
shake when the songs get turned on their 
head. Put on that last song, turn the volume 
up and bang your head. - Paul Schwartz 

The Valenteens - Fun In The Sun With... 45 
(Ice Age/Hip Kid) 

I’m not gonna lie to you guys, I just played 
this 7” twice through trying to find some- 
thing nice to say, but I’ve not only got noth- 
ing positive to say but I actually want to be 
negative. I listened to it again and it just 
made me angry that I was now willingly 
doing this to myself. I think it’s the vocals. 
It’s not just the vocals, but sweet baby Je- 
sus Allin Christ is it the vocals. That being 
said, I’m not really into shitting on records 


cause musical taste is subjective and just 
cause it’s not my bag doesn’t mean someone 
else won’t love it. It’s pressed on really pretty 
baby blue marble wax, so it looks like. But 
then the insert is white text on a “medium 
healthy pee” colored yellow so if you try to 
read this in poor lighting it will do as much 
damage to your retinas as it’s already done 
to your delicate ears. If I were going to play 
it a third time, just as the needle hit the wax, 
I’d slam my dick in the junk drawer just for 



bad daddies (ray) 

the triple play aspect. - Sloppy Pile 

Validation - Demo 
(totalvalidation.bandcamp.com) 

Mid-tempo hardcore at it’s finest! Trudg- 
ing “Flipper-esque” riffs that make you just 
fucking hate life. I’m pretty sure there are 
only down strokes the entire time, which 
makes it sound so much fiercer. There is 
definitely nothing happy about this demo. 

At all. But not in a fake way, it feels genu- 
inely pissed. “Maybe my life is a lie, may- 
be I’m dead inside.” Let’s face it, most of us 
have felt that way at least once before. These 
guys are pretty new and have their sound 
down already, and I can dig it. Check em 
out in the Seattle area. For fans of the B-side 
of My War. - Scotty 

V/A- A History of Surf CS 
(Maximum Tremolo) 

Maximum Tremolo (a surf fanzine re- 
viewed elsewhere in these pages) clearly 
did their research on this one, pulling 26 
songs from several decades with artists lo- 
cated pretty much all over the world. One 
minute you’re listening to Yuzo Kayama 
from Yokohama, and soon after they’ve got 
Erkin Koray from Istanbul. It seems odd to 
do a history of the genre using exclusive- 
ly instrumental tracks, but I guess they’re 
the experts. Anybody trying to get better 
at guitar could probably benefit from play- 
ing along to this comp over and over again 
until you know all the songs. - Clement 
Wink 

V/A - Dusty Medical Records 10th Anniver- 
sary Festival CD 
(Dusty Medical Records) 

Unfortunately for them, “Dusty Medical” 


only reminds me of this shitty medically 
themed bar we played in Madison years 
ago. I can’t remember what it was called— 
something with a “K” (Krazy Kutz or some 
bullshit), but there were rusty forceps, 
scalpels, and other such medical garbage 
attached to the wall and everything was 
bathed in the red light of a darkroom. The 
place sucked and the show sucked. So I’m 
coming into this review with a little bit of a 
bias. Sorry, DMR. 19 songs from 19 bands 
celebrating 10 years of Milwau- 
kee rock’n’roll. I assume all of 
the bands on this CD are from 
Milwaukee, but only because 
most of the songs sound like 
Milwaukee rock’n’roll to me. 
And since this release has no in- 
formation whatsoever about any 
of the bands present on the CD, 
I’m sure as shit not gonna spend 
my time researching where all 
19 bands are from. I did visit 
the label’s website to see if there 
was any information regarding 
the reason for this CD’s release 
(other than the obvious), but 
all I found out was that it costs 
$10 and is limited to 250 copies. 
The standout track is Midwives’ 
“Back in the Saddle Again,” 
which is the only one I’ve heard 
so far that doesn’t follow the lo- 
fi reverb trope of Midwestern rock’n’roll 
so popular with our near neighbors to the 
north. Some good stuff, some bad stuff, as is 
the case with most V/A releases. I think $10 
for a comp CD is insane, but hey, if you’ve 
got it, spend it. They won’t be burying you 
with that cash. But if this CD turns out to 
be your favorite record of all time, they just 
might bury you with the CD tucked into 
your cold, dead hand. . . the fingers of which 
will have been manipulated with the very 
medical tools I mentioned above in order to 
combat the effects of rigor mortis and make 
it appear as though you would actually give 
a fuck that you were holding an item in 
your cheap aluminum coffin. - JPool 

V/A - Purity Control 7” 

(We Used To Drink Together/What’s For 
Breakfast) 

This is a compilation of songs dedicated to 
the X-Files spanning several different mu- 
sical styles. Thee Wilt Chamberlain does a 
surf rock version of the theme song. Lieu- 
tenant Dance offers up a more Minutemen/ 
Butthole Surfers style jam. James Dean 
Death Cult and Jason Douglass Swearin- 
gen do a couple of acoustic folk-y num- 
bers, White Coke brings some mid-tempo 
power pop, and Adrienne Dot closes things 
out with a poem about Mulder, which is 

S cool. Not being a big fan of X-Files, 
ernes are lost on me, but overall it’s a 
pretty solid little eclectic collection. - Chris 
Gottlieb 

V/A - Shake! Sampler IV CS 
(Shake!) 

Shake! Records seems to be a Canadian re- 
cord label that specializes in various punk 
and garage-related sub-genres. The website 



gives little to no information about the la- 
bel so I’m left to guess about what they are 
generally “going for.” This sampler came 
with a selection of 24 songs that (I assume) 
span the range of sounds that come out of 
the Shake! record label. Highlights for this 
reviewer were the following: isAiss U Sa- 
tan” by Fist City: a badass pummeling fe- 
male-led garage-punk tune that kicks you 
in the ass from the first note. Awesome! 
“GRK” by Painted Fruits: starts with a weird 
Frank Zappa-esque rhythm before moving 
to more of a straight-forward post-punk/ 
indie sound. Dig the interplay between 
genres within one song. “Criminal” by 
Twin Crystals: a rad fuzzy punk tune. Sort 
of reminds me of Male Gaze. “The Room” 
by Catholic Girls: a synth-driven dance- 
goth track. Love the spacey ‘70s synth 
sounds. Would have liked the vocals to be a 
little higher in the mix though. “The 5th Di- 
mension” by the Cavaleros: starts out with a 
meandering western-film surf vibe. Could 
be something out of an old Clint Eastwood 
movie if the soundtrack was done by the 
Lively Ones. “Situation No No” by Isotopes: 
a straight-forward punk rocker that sounds 
like it was recorded live in somebody’s 
basement. Fuck yeah! Boats! from Sacra- 
mento seem to have a song on this sampler! 
The tune is called “1000 AOL Hours” and 
is a speedy punk track with touches of pop 
and rock sensibilities. Overall, this release 
is recommended for any Shake! Records 
fanatics out there (obviously), for anyone 
who appreciates any of a wide-range of 
punk and garage sub -genres, and for any- 


one who is simply in search of new bands 
to get into. - Nick Reetz 
Vivian K - Vivian K CD 
(viviank.bandcamp.com) 

This is some strange stuff. It’s the noodley, 
mathy guitar of post-hardcore/post-screa- 
mo (dare I say. . . skramz [god, I hate using 
that word] ) that this region of the Midwest 
has been well known for going back two 
decades. But besides the techshred of the 
guitars, the vocals and song structures are 
actually really pop -punk (and dare I say. . . 
folkpunk [god, I hate using that word too]). 
It’s somewhere between Defiance, Ohio, 
Peeple Watchin, and Ghosts and Vodka. 
Actually, if Victor Villarreal played in a jan- 
gly, unhinged poppy punk band, it would 
probably sound a lot like this. I don’t real- 
ly get it, but it definitely somehow works. 
Also, this CD costs $4.20. - Ray M. 

Anna Vo - The Condition CS 

(An Out Recordings / annavo.bandcamp. 

com) 

Anna Vo, of the great Fix My Head zine, re- 
corded this album at Union Chapel church 
in Islington, London - a 19th century, 
Gothic Revival church. And you can tell. 
Anna’s voice is featured heavily above a mix 
of soundscape recordings (such as passing 
trains) and occasional drone. The music is 
mostly performed with a 12-string guitar 
and lapsteel, with occasional cello, accordi- 
on, autoharp, and bells. This album seems 
more like a collection of pieces - some 
songs flowing seamlessly into the next - 
than a completely fluid, singular piece. Or 


perhaps that’s the whole point of this al- 
bum. Nevertheless, this outshines all the 
goth revival/throwback by far. Truly new 
sounding, haunting music. It manages to 
be completely enchanting, while still being 
oh-so-slightly unnerving. It really takes you 
away from wherever it is you may be at that 
exact moment. This feels like having a pic- 
nic in a foreign cemetery at dusk. Or maybe 
just the idea of that. Listen to this and see 
where it takes you. - Ray M. 

Olivia Wallace - Sleeping in the Dark 
(olivialeighwallace.bandcamp.com) 

Female singer- songwriters are admitted- 
ly not my favorite genre. I have left coffee 
houses mid-cup more than once when a 
guitar-toting singer would burst into song 
in the corner. So, I was apprehensive of the 
EP cover photo of “girl with acoustic guitar.” 
However, I wouldn’t dismiss this release that 
quickly. The opening track, “Fade In/Fade 
Out” starts with a really pleasant Leonard 
Cohen-esque, shimmering, finger-picked 
acoustic guitar, and the pretty vocals of 
Olivia Wallace are just deliberate enough 
to not fall into annoying affectation or the 
overly saccharine. The track builds with 
chiming organ, brushed drums, doubled up 
vocals and bass. The vibe is great for a sun- 
ny Sunday porch coffee. The following three 
tracks including the title track, “Sleeping in 
the Dark” may have an overtly John Len- 
non inspiration that could be heavy-hand- 
ed, but mostly the instrumentation hits in 
a nice lush, pop way. A plucked and bowed 
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cello along with a mellotron-toned organ, 
flesh out the vintage leaning pop. The pro- 
duction is a little shiny, and though I tend 
to prefer a grittier sound, the polish works 
here. Lyrically, love is the common theme, 
but as in the track “I Wish This Were a Song 
About Love,” Wallace concedes, “that bal- 
lads already been over sung.” Its hard to be 
inventive singing love songs, and while not 
generic, these didn’t strike a deep chord for 
me, either. That doesn’t stop this EP from 
being really nice morning music or some- 
thing to put on with the windows open on a 
nice day. Sleeping in the Dark shouldn’t be 
written off as coffee shop singer- songwriter, 
and I’m looking forward to Wallace’s new 
moniker Moon Rabbit, which will include 
these songs and new ones, fleshed out even 
more with a full band. - Amelinda B. 

Watcher’s Woods - Decay 
(watcherswoods.bandcamp.com) 

This is practically a perfect goth EP. Watch- 
er’s Woods definitely pulls this glossy 
and toned-down sound off well. There’s a 
dreamy underwater synth quality in the 
background throughout which gives all 
five songs on this EP a muddy sound that 
compliments the dance-y darkwave beats 
going on without sounding too harsh or 
sharp which can happen. I really liked this 
a lot and will totally keep listening. - Anna 
Wilkie 

Waveless - Spirit Island 12” 

(Deranged) 

Can we all admit that black-gaze is mostly 
garbage? Thank god for bands like Minne- 
apolis’ Waveless, who are creating a version 
of shoegaze that still has an honest edge. On 
their first 12”, Spirit Island, the three-piece 
doesn’t overindulge in pedals; building full 
landscapes rather than the typical “wall of 
sound” approach. The trio previously played 
together in the group Total Trash — a faster, 
noisier project with songs half the length of 
Waveless ones. Their past sound informs 
their present post-punk leanings and an 
obvious spirit of familiarity in their collab- 
oration. “Total Trash” was likely named af- 
ter the Sonic Youth track of the same name, 
as you can hear the influence on this new- 
er project. “Dark Day” is the single on this 
five-track release, and while it’s satisfying, 
opener “My Apathy” sticks with you and is 
more dynamic than the rest of the album. 
The vocals are nearly apathetic monotone 
in male/female reverb-tinged harmonies, 
but with just enough energy to make it 
hopeful and not indulgent with a catchy 
melodic hook over guitar washes that pull 
back to let the insistent bass line drive for 
a while. But don’t stop there, the full record 
won’t even take up twenty minutes of your 
time and ends before you’ve spaced out and 
that’s a good thing. You want to be present 
to take this all in. - Amelinda B. 

Dan Webb And The Spiders - Perfect Prob- 
lem 12” 

(Gunner) 

Awesome mid-tempo rockish pop-punk in 
a Midwestern style from a non-Midwest- 
ern band. Extremely catchy without being 


corny or too poppy, along with a rougher 
edge that stays far away from cliched ga- 
rage rock— I guarantee you will embarrass 
yourself singing along in public to the line, 
rouuuu’re the perfect problem” as much 
as I did after hearing this. Produced just 
enough to be in the sweet spot between lo- 
fi and fancy slick production (After looking 
at the liner I realized I’m probably selling 


Steve Albini short). Recommended - Gar- 
vey 

Wet Ones-Wet Ones LP 

(Black Gladiator/Slovenly Recordings) 

Kansas City KBD punk from members of 
Fag Cop among others. If you know me, 
like the bastards at HQ do, you know this 
is up my alley. Blown out as hell, ‘77 style 
punk. The little bar on the four track was 
clearly at +8 or higher. This is good as fuck. 
Think Electric Eels with only a touch of the 
modern junk. “Casino” is a fucking jam. 
This is the winner of the batch for me. Oh, 
hell yeah. Thought I recognized the name. 
These mutants are playing the Total Fuck 
Off in June! See you then creepoids. - Eric 
Apnea 

Witching Waves - Crystal Cafe LP 
(Happy Birthday To Me/Soft Power) 

Dreamy, gothy, fuzzy beachy pop noise 
from London, with floaty vocals and steady 
haunting guitars. Dual female and male 
voices that sound so pretty and spooky to- 
gether, the female voice is especially soft and 
sweet while still maintaining the strength of 
the melody. All of these songs are relatively 
upbeat and dancy, and I am really into it. I 
am feeling lots of Delta 5 vibes from this, 
with a side of super gothy riot grrrl soaked 
in reverb vibes. - Danny Bailey 

Wood Chickens / Paint - Split CS 
(Kitschy Manitou) 

Wood Chickens starts off as energetic and 


rockabilly-ish, but more like a country song 
on speed. It’s maybe a little like the Dead 
Milkmen in the first track; the second 
song takes it down a notch and throws in 
a theremin, and is apparently a cover of a 
Paint song. The second half of their side 
has acoustic guitars and much more of 
an American folk feel. Paint is blown out 
punk’n’roll. It starts fast and punky and 


flows right into the second song with in- 
sanely fast sixteenths on the high hats. The 
last song is a slow-jam on the softer indie 
side and sounds like a mixtape a dude made 
for me 13 years ago — like if the overall 
sound and feel of every song was made into 
one song. - Bee Traverse 

The Worst Doubt - Demo CS 2015 
(Straight and Alert) 

I’m really glad that this music isn’t popular 
anymore. This is the type of music that the 
hardcore dudes that called me a “faggot” 
in high school would listen to. Beat down, 
more like beat off! - Scotty 

Yum Yuckers - A Tragic History EP 
(Dig My Grave) 

Mid-tempo punk that sounds slightly like 
if the Lawrence or Banner Pilot were less 
polished and had more Danzig type vo- 
cals. Song titles like “Populist Morality” 
and “Tales of Corporate Horror” with lyrics 
about general non-conformity. That’s about 
it. - Garvey 

Zebras - The City of Sun CD 
(Secret) 

Anthemic thrash with hints that there’s a lot 
of Swedish hardcore on the band’s mixtapes 
for the van. Super pent-up hardcore that 
ends up vibing like a distillation of S.O.D. 
and Exodus into the crust-lite vibe of Dis- 
fear. No new ground being charted by this 
band, but it would be a great soundtrack for 
circlebanging and crushing Miller Lites in 



cape of bate (ray) 



HEAL. VEGAS. PUNK. 


SQUIDHAT 

RECORDS 


pL &CUIJ- R&COAcU pAOlLCi to pfi4J>&nL 

Prof, Hugh G, Reckshun 

The story of a man, his jungle adventure, and the 
ruthless savages who brought it all to an end! 


r 


r 




- « a. m 





i 

■ 

k 




SIX WEEKS RECORDS! 

BACKSLIDER-“Motherfucker”LP 


bruising first LP , crusuhing doom 
laced power violence/hardcore!!! 
NO FRAUD-“Revolt! 1984 


Demos”LP/CD classic lost recordings 
from FL 80’s punk/HC legends! 

Mostly unreleased trax. 500 made 
SHORT FAST AND LOUD #29 w / TO 


THE POINT/FUCK YOU PAY ME split 


EP hardcore/grind thrashzine!!! 

ANTI YOU -“Blank Stares”Lp ripping 
old school hardcore punk from Rome 
FLAGITIOUS IDIOSYNCRASY I N THE 


DILAPIDATION-“Wallow”LP/CD 


Japan queens of ballistic grindmetal 
TRANSIENT LP/CD Destroying 
Portland grindcore blastfest, already 
a goddamn classic of the genre!!!! 
P.L.F.-“Devious Persecution & 


Wholesale Slauahter”LP/CD new LP 


from Gulf Coast grindcore masters! 
ZINE or EP $4 in USA/$10 ppd world 
LP: $13 usa/$27 world CD:$10/$15 
Coming: ENDORPHINS LOST LP 
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Acid Kat# 16 

72 pages - acidkatzine.storenvy.com 

Austin of STL's great Soda Boys, 
throws together yet another insano look- 
ing (and hefty as hell) issue of Acid Kat. This 
time around things get spooky. Stuffed 
to the seams with horror movie reviews, 
seance tips, "dead time stories," and rec- 
ipes for foods like Mummies in Blankets 
and Popcorn From the Black Lagoon, this 
issue gets under your skin for the its tar- 
get audience: the skeleton that lives in- 
side you. There's also some reviews and 
interviews (Nobunny, The Cowboys), but 
the spoooopy vibe is hard and heavy with 
this one. I recommend reading this alone 
at night in bed with a flashlight in order to 
maximize the intended effect. Thank Mr. 
Skeltal. - Ray Martinez 

As You Were: A Punk Comix Anthology: 
Vol. 4 "Living Situations " 

110 pages - lastgasp.com 

As You Were: A Punk Comix An- 
thology Vol 4, is relatively funny all the way 
through. Content is packed with chortle to 
belly laugh material and the illustrations 
equally supported their narrative. This 
volume is particularly enjoyable because 
there is something special about the way 
punks live in comparison to people living 
outside of the cultural field. An enjoyable 
read. - J. Raygun 


Being Ugly Makes You Stupid #4 

32 pages - 444 34th St., Richmond CA, 
94805 

I got this from Nikki at Failed Mu- 
tation's last Chicago show. Recently mov- 
ing from Milwaukee to the Bay Area, Nikki 
finally had the time and resources to put 
out the first new issue of this zine in three 
years. The pages are dark, with unmarked 
photos of bands I don't (or can't) recog- 
nize, with a sprinkling of poetic phrases 
and cut-and-paste art. There not much go- 
ing on here content wise, but the feeling 
this zine gives off is immense. It's heavy. 
It's cathartic. It feels like an inevitable 
explosion copied, collated, and stapled. 
I wonder if the previous three issues felt 
this way? I wonder how the next one will. 
- Ray Martinez 

Cretins of Distortion #8 

22 pages - bugcartel.storenvy.com - 2656 
Dayton Ave., Columbus OH, 43202 

Still the best zine in the Midwest, 
if not the US. Emmy hasn't slowed down, 
or compromised anything in their quest to 
bring only the best punk rock that most 
people flyover (or drive right through) into 
the living rooms and bathrooms around 
the world. This issue features fun and 
sloppy interviews with Chicago's The Bug 
and Hammond, IN's CCTV. But, like most 
issues of COD, the reviews are the best 
part. Covering all types of sounds that 
wander in their ears, Emmy waxes jour- 


nalistic on Tenement's Predatory Head- 
lights, gets down and dumb about Cal 
and the Calories, and goes everywhere 
in between when talking about the vari- 
ous tapes, demos, and records splattered 
across these pages. Honestly, if you want 
to know whats going on right now in the 
basements and DIY spaces of Nowhere, 
Midwest you gotta check this zine out. 
Without a doubt, it's one of the most ex- 
citing fanzines out there, I look forward to 
every issue knowing that there's no way I'll 
know what Emmy is gonna be up to. Get it 
while it's still around. - Ray Martinez 

De la A a la Z: Discografia Alerternativa 
del Punk en Mexico 

48 pages - chopo.unam.mx 

Jim went to Mexico City not too 
long ago and came back with this sick zine. 
Included in this is the cover art work to 211 
punk releases from Mexico spanning from 
1980 to 2013. This was released in part 
with help from the Museo Universitario 
del Chopo, and definitely has an encyclo- 
pedic feel to it. An attempt has been made 
by the authors, Pablo Hernandez Sanchez 
and Juventino Cardoso Cruz, to include 
dates of the releases, hometowns of the 
bands, and if the release was put out by 
a label or self-released. The pages are 
also peppered with some fliers for shows 
across three decades. While it doesn't 
have any more substance to each entry 
than what I previously mentioned, just 
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being able to look at all the crazy artwork 
from these demos, records, and cds is a 
fucking blast in itself. Even if you aren't a 
nerd about Mexican punk, track this thing 
down if you dig cool punk art. Definitely 
worth it. - Ray Martinez 

Deep Fried #6 

25 pages - 2901 Yosemite Ave S., St. Louis 
Park, MN 55416 - deepfriedzinempls.com 
The arts and culture issue. Deli- 
ciously combines cool snacks and non-ed- 
ible cool stuff, like interviews with rad 
bands. Articles range from nostalgia for 
fast food fads of yesteryear, photos of fa- 
mous people eating burgers, and tips to 
score some sick burritos. The layout and 
imagery is solid and the construction of 
the zine is tops. As someone who typically 
wouldn't be caught dead even looking at 
a fast food restaurant, this zine has made 
me slightly curious to lurk around the Taco 
Bell Cantina the next time I'm in Chicago. - 
J.Raygun 

Deep Fried #7 

24 pages - 2901 Yosemite Ave South, St. 
Louis Park MN, 55416 - deepfriedzinem- 
pls.com 

Deep Fried is the McRib of zines. 
You know it's eventually gonna be back 
and you're gonna be stoked as hell about 
it. It's a junk food read of a junk food zine. 
This issue's theme is "Love" and it's full of 
weird old fast food Valentine's Day pro- 
motions, a short bit about how White Cas- 


tle takes reservations for Valentine's Day 
(something I just learned myself a couple 
months ago after I made my friends pull 
over so I could take a picture of a White 
Castle sign advertising just that!), various 
bits of love for Lemmy and other quick 
and cheap things we all feel a little (chick- 
en) tender about. Interviewed this time 
around is Nobunny, Tongue Party, and No 
Problem Records. For $1, this is the best 
deal you're gonna find. Most bang for your 
buck. High salt, high sugar, addictive, and 
delicious. Perfect hangover material, fer- 
sher. - Ray Martinez 

Deep Fried #8 

28 pages - 2901 Yosemite Ave South, St. 
Louis Park MN, 55416 - deepfriedzinem- 
pls.com 

Like White Castle crave case, 
there can never be too much Deep Fried. 
This issue is more of the same dumb = 
all-American fun stuff that The Fast Food 
Rude Dude and co. have been cranking out 
like Hot-N-Ready's. This one's smothered 
and covered by interviews with Audac- 
tiry, Buildings, Cumstain, and Lawnchair 
Records. Cherry Cola (singer of the sug- 
ary sweet MPLS band of the same name) 
debuts their new soda column, we learn 
about the history of foods with hidden 
cheese inside them, and there is a won- 
derfully helpful listing of the best pairings 
of fast foods breakfast products and toilet 
papers. Once again, Deep Fried hits the 
spot! - Ray Martinez 


Eggy's Dead #1 

36 pages - riotradiopodcast@gmail.com 
Eggy's Dead is full of short stories 
and poetry done by various authors and 
supplemented by illustrations. Some po- 
ems and short stories we well-crafted and 
and caught my interest from the first sen- 
tence. However, most were read through 
just to hurry up and finish the zine. The 
majority of the illustration style was in- 
formed by automatic drawing techniques 
but not all of them, a cohesive style would 
have been preferred since there is a singu- 
lar illustrator. The zine itself has potential, 
as it is a platform for many writers and art- 
ist to put their work into the world. - J.Ray- 
gun 

The Escape Artist #32 

20 pages 

The Escape Artist presents: Color a Comic 
Coloring Book 

16 pages 

The Escape Artist presents: Comedians 
Coloring & Activity Book 

20 pages - c/o Jolie Ruin - 625 W. Division 
St., Union City IN, 47390 

As her spot in the "Prolific Zine 
Writers" section at Quimby's bookstore 
tells you, Jolie Ruin makes zines at a rate 
that is mind boggling. Instead of making 
larger volumes with pieces about all kinds 
of things, she tends to make short and thin 
volumes of different zines to cover specif- 
ic topics. The Escape Artist is Jolie's zine 
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centered on stand up comedy. The color- 
ing books are, well, just that, adult color- 
ing books filled with cool line drawings of 
people like Margaret Cho, Patton Oswalt, 
Amy Schumer, with fun kids activities like 
a maze where you get Louis C.K. to the 
Comedy Cellar so he can do his set and 
you make a flier for Marc Maron's lost cat 
(Boomer lives!!!). The full-on issue of the 
zine has reviews of comedy shows she's 
travelled to see (Dave Attell, Tom Segura), 
and a really personal story about dealing 
with people who had a problem about 
some Riot Grrl style feminist art she had 
made because it featured all white women 
while being a person of color herself. How 
she dealt with people dismissing her per- 
spective because she could pass as white 
- I've fucking been there Jolie, and fuck 
those racist assholes. I got your back. Fun, 
lighthearted zines. Also, in complete Jolie 
Ruin fashion, she's starting another new 
zine. This one specifically about female 
comics. She's looking for contributors and 
submissions. So hit her up. And don't for- 
get to ask about what new stuff she's put 
out, cause I'm sure she's made at least five 
new zines between me typing this sen- 
tence and you reading it. - Ray Martinez 

Good Lord #00 

20 pages - crazyandthebrains@gmail.com 
A graphic based and utilizes illus- 
tration and collage techniques to create an 
absurd response to culture. Get weirder or 
go home, nice visual texture. - J.Raygun 
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Hardcore Architecture: Grace Ambrose / 
Maximum Rocknroll 

24 pages - hardcorearchitecture.tumblr. 
com 

This is a beautiful two color 
(black/green) Risograph print. I don't 
know much about these machines, but 
I must say, I am thoroughly intrigued — 
the final product here is gorgeous! I'm 
gonna be looking for a broken down one 
of these killer robits on craigslist for the 
foreseeable future... as for the content 
of the zine: this is an extended interview 
with Grace Ambrose, who had been co- 
ordinating Maximum Rocknroll alone for 
quite some time. She gives some personal 
history and offers an eloquent breakdown 
of the daily operations at MRR, where she 
hopes to "demystify it for people." There 
is everything in here from a schematic 
floor plan of the layout of the MRR house, 
to pictures of Tim Yohannan's copy of Jeal- 
ous Again, to stories about Ambrose's en- 
counters with Tim's ghost. This interview 
and zine are a peripheral component to 
the larger Hardcore Architecture proj- 
ect— basically matching addresses from 
old MRR ads or reviews, for example, take 
Pavement's Slay Tracks Demo from Issue 
#74, and match that with the Google Maps 
Street View image of that address. It's an 
interesting project, especially given Marc 
Fischer's seriousness and almost scientific, 
archival tone. Most of that is available on- 
line, which is definitely worth seeking out. 
At times, it comes off a bit silly as the vast 





majority of the pictures are typical subur- 
ban homes— the literal breeding grounds 
of 1980s angsty white youth— but it's re- 
freshing to see someone putting such care 
into something, and as I said before the 
printing on this is just spectacular. - James 
Z. 

Maximum Tremolo #1 - $2 

16 pages - PO Box 467 Amherst, NY 14226 

- maximumtremolo@gmail.com 

Very close to being a smaller and 
more specialized version of Maximum 
Rocknroll. Both include ads, both start 
with columns and feature interviews lat- 
er on... Ok, maybe the similarities end 
there. Rather than a section for reviews 
of new bands, they have a detailed list of 
ten essential classic records. It's definitely 
worthwhile for anyone who wants to delve 
a bit into surf rock's history, but especially 
given the clear anti-dad rock stance held 
by most of the writers you'd think they'd 
find a bit more current material to cover. 
But back to the bright side, there's an in- 
terview with Biff Bafaro of Feral Kid Re- 
cords (making the case that surf = punk) 
and a step-by-step guide to starting your 
own surf band. The incredibly plain layout 
ends up looking really good thanks to the 
use of colored paper, so congrats to who- 
ever thought of that. - Clement Wink 

Maximum Tremolo #2 

48 pages - PO Box 467, Buffalo NY, 14226 

- maximumtremolo@gmail.com 

"Making surf a fucking threat 



again." This is what a fucking fanzine looks 
like. This is some next level shit about surf 
rock by someone who lives in Buffalo?! 
100% dedicated to all things surf. There's a 
point-counterpoint in the columns section 
about problems in the surf rock subcul- 
ture! There's talk of cool 45s, what kind of 
gear is best for that authentic surf sound. 
Surf rock record reviews. A long form jour- 
nalistic piece about changes in surf sounds 
throughout history, and the winners and 
losers of them. There's also an interview 
with Mike Hunchback - former guitarist of 
the surf-tinged punk band Night Birds and 
current record store co-owner, and one 
with Shana Cleveland of La Luz. Either this 
zine is right up your alley, or it ain't. Hang 
loose or go home. - Ray Martinez 

Necessary Sass: 5 Cats 

6 pages 

Secrets by Cher Strauberry #3, 
The topic of this informative zine is cats, 
which has me like, "tell me more about 
your cats, what are your cats like, I wan- 
na meet your cats." This zine is about five 
cool cats. Love those cats, xoxox - J. Ray- 
gun 

Potential Friends #7 

44 pages - 1231 W. Fullerton, Chicago IL, 
60614 

Oh man! So I recently learned that 
Chicago is not only home to No Friends, 
but there's also this wonderful fanzine Po- 
tential Friends and yet another zine (which 
I have yet to personally get my hands on) 


with the simple name of Friends. That's the 
many moods of Chicago for ya, right there. 
Anyway... Potential Friends is a zine that 
straddles that line (which should be fuck- 
ing obliterated, if you ask me) between a 
personal punk zine and a punk music zine. 
Tyler talks very candidly about breaking 
edge and the positive effects it's had with 
his dealing with mental health issues and 
the guilt he feels about it, has a very raw 
and naked piece about his mental strug- 
gles (in the wonderfully titled "Tyler's Cra- 
zy Corner") while also having some quality 
music and show reviews, a personal tour 
diary style report on MRR's Still Not Quiet 
on the Western Front fest, and a badass 
scene report on Hattiesburg, MS (serious- 
ly, up the Middle of Nowhere Punx. One 
my favorite shows I've ever played was 
in Cleveland, MS). Zines like this one are 
almost the exact opposite of zines like 
No Friends or MRR in that so much of the 
author/editor is splattered across each 
page in an almost uncomfortable way. 
It's so singular and personal. I don't know 
Tyler outside of occasionally seeing him 
at shows and I could probably count the 
amount of words we've ever exchanged. 
But after reading Potential Friends I feel 
like I know him better than some people 
I've lived with. There's a section in the zine 
where he mentions how much he loves 
the art form that is storytelling. Even if 
he didn't flat out say it, you can tell from 
not just the words on the pages, but the 
way they look and feel on them. I know 
I'm going to be finding myself coming back 


to this zine again and again. And reading 
it makes me know I have to up my writing 
and honesty twice as much to even come 
close to the level this zine is at. - Ray Mar- 
tinez 

Rampant Clerical Errors: The Fliers of 
Sketchy Nick #2 

24 pages 

This is a small quarter sized zine 
filled with punk flier art and some ads all 
done by Buffalo, NY's Sketchy Nick. Why is 
he sketchy? I dunno... Is it cause he sketch- 
es? Does he wear Sketchers? Is he a creep? 

I truly don't know, but based on the art 
inside these pages he has some affiliation 
with More Power Tapes (arguably one of 
the coolest labels around right now) and 
Maximum Tremolo zine. Also, if you want 
him to "draw a dumb flyer for your show" 
give him a call at 716-863-5527. - Ray Mar- 
tinez 

Razorcake #90 

116 pages - razorcake.org 

Razorcake's self-proclaimed 
"Quinceanera Issue!" That's a crazy mile- 
stone. Congratulations! I'm going to re- 
veal a bit about myself in a couple ways 
here now... I remember the first issue of 
Razorcake, and although I haven't picked 
up every issue, every time I see one I skim 
through it. I have to admit, I always find it 
entertaining. Its consistency is comforting, 
and maybe I take it for granted— especial- 
ly after reading Todd Taylor say he almost 
gave it all up... I'd be seriously bummed, 



but I'm not a subscriber. Anyway, without 
harping too much on all that, I'm going to 
say #90 is another solid issue. 

I think it says something, this is- 
sue is kind of a flop for me in that I real- 
ly don't know any of the featured bands: 
Martha, Felix Reyes— from Lifes Halt, 
Pears, Fugue... and I still don't care about 
them after reading their interviews, but 
everything else inside is a damn pleasure, 
and I'll be revisiting it in parts over the 
next few days. Razorcake remains an es- 
sential resource for the review section and 
I love their columns— that's always worth 
it for me. 

As Todd says in his intro, "Razor- 
cake is made of paper and ink and hun- 
dreds of people." I love that. I don't neces- 
sarily feel like it's my community— which 
is part of the reason I'm working on No 
Friends— but we exist in the same orbit 
of the same small universe, as neighbors, 
and I can check in with them every couple 
months and it's always a treat. Here's to 
many more! - James Z. 

Seven Inches to Freedom Fanzine #13 

36 pages - sitfzine.storenvy.com - PO Box 
457, Ft. Myers FL, 33902 

Another issue of this great Flori- 
da fanzine. Interviews by editor Joe Lachut 
with punk VHS label Viper Video and Cre- 
tins of Distortion editor Emmy Ramone 
with additional interviews with Halfman 
by former the former heavyweight MRR 
columnist John Fahy and a reprint of a 
piece written by Filip Fucks (R.I.P.) for is- 
sue #8 of this zine, reprinted in his memo- 
ry. There's also two great A-side/B-side ar- 
ticles titled, "Best Hardcore Bands You've 
Forgotten About" and "Best Hardcore 
Bands You've Never Heard Of." Those two 
pieces alone have given me so much amaz- 
ing new music to check out (even though I 
have to admit I never heard of those bands 
I apparently forgot about). I've come 
across copies of this zine every now and 
again and have been a damn fool not to 
pick them up more often. Won't make that 
mistake in the future. - Ray Martinez 

Solitude #6 

36 pages - solitudezine.blogspot.ch - soli- 
tudezine@gmx.ch 

How the hell is this Swiss zine 
free?! With it's thick, glossy pages (and a 
quick one page splash of color), this thing 
both looks and feels great. Raphi, Soli- 
tude's editor, is unapologetically straight- 
edge, and unapologetically into promoting 
all kinds of punk. Interviews with a D-beat 
band (Final Nightmare), a Ramones-core 
band (The Fags), and HC/PV band Straf- 
planet (who I'm listening to as I write this 
and whose vocalist, Tabita, is blowing my 
mind). There all kinds of reviews - in- 
cluding a throwback review of Chicago's 
own Razor X Fade (included years later 
because how much it blew Raphi away). 
There's also a cool two page photo spread 
of a photo of Jose Crudo's back tattoo. 
Midwest all the way to Switzerland. God, 
punk is so fucking cool sometimes. Write 
Raphi and trade for a copy of this fanzine. 


Theres' a new one in the works as well, 
so maybe you should double down. - Ray 
Martinez 

$pare Change #34 

36 pages - c/o Thomas Foote, PO Box 
6023, Chattanooga TN, 37401 

Subtitled Notes From Anarchti- 
ca, the newest issue of this zine is a col- 
lection of notes left by bands/punks who 
have stayed over at Tom's infamous punk/ 
show house in Chattanooga. I was recent- 
ly on tour driving a band around and van 
talk inevitably got to the conversations of 
"whats the craziest place you've played 
at or stayed at." Two of the members of 
the band had never ventured off the West 
Coast with a band before and were curious 
about far away lands. Almost immediately, 
myself and the bassist of the group were 
both like, "Chattanooga. Anarchtica." 
Tom has been living at the house, hosting 
shows, for about 14 years. And you can 
tell. The house is hands down, the most 
worn in "punk house" looking punk house 
I've ever seen outside of Carbondale, IL's 
Lost Cross. It looks like what a Hollywood 
production manager would whip together 
for an interior punk houseparty scene in 
an '80s punxsploitation movie. But what's 
so fucking great about the place is that 
it's as equally warm and welcoming as it 
is dank and dirty. Each page of this zine is 
just a xeroxed note, taken off the kitchen 
wall, and put on to paper. I have to admit, 
it warmed my heart and reminded me off 
the countless stumbles down the hill to 
the liquor store I've had over the past 10+ 
years and all the four band bills that would 
start at 1 AM. Funnily enough, included 
is a note from 2004 left by the band who 
would take me to this very house for the 
very first time the following year. If you've 
never been to Anarchtica, I don't see this 
zine doing much for you. But if you have, 
you can finally take a little piece of Chat- 
tanooga back home with you like I know 
you've always wanted to. - Ray Martinez 

This Is Wm. Birdcock #12 
28 pages-thisiswmbirdcock.tumblr.com 

A grindcore-centric fanzine that's 
weird as shit. Theres a twitter screencap 
interview with Jay Randall from Agorapho- 
bic Nosebleed, an interview with the band 
Nerdrage, and all kinds of weird poetry 
and story excerpts. It's not a bad zine by 
any stretch, I'm just not sure what exactly 
the hell is going on here. - Ray Martinez 

United Slam #3 

36 pages - bryannabennett784@gmail. 
com 

This appears to be the last is- 
sue of United Slam for a while. Bryanna's 
working on a new photo zine for 2016 (and 
also fronting the very explosive, tough as 
shit, hardcore band Tigress) and doesn't 
see this zine as being a part of her plan... 
which is unfortunate. This is a great teen- 
age HC fanzine written by a person of col- 
or from the burbs of Chicago - exactly the 
kind of stuff that I group up doing and wish 
there was more of when I was a teen. So 


while I'm selfishly sad to see United Slam 
go, I'm only excited to see what Bryanna 
has in store in the future. But it's not like 
all the copies of this issue are gonna dis- 
appear so I might as well still talk about it 
and make you want to get a copy... Includ- 
ed are interviews with G.L.O.S.S., Bum- 
rush Records and Bryanna's friend The 
Booj. There's also featured photography 
by Nick Arone from Lansing, Ml and small 
spotlights on up and coming bands (Funer- 
al Chic, Slouch, Bruised, Kharma). There's 
a small article about racial microaggres- 
sions concerning black folks. Personal pol- 
itics aside (I fucking can't stand the term 
or concept of "microaggresions"), I really 
dug the piece and the perspective coming 
from a young black woman. Pick up the 
zine, and go check out Tigress (tigress- 
chicago.bandcamp.com), and support the 
shit out of young POC punx. - Ray Marti- 
nez 
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long after your wretched earthly 
civilization has blinked back into the 
nether realm, impress your newmut ant 
allies and alien overlords with limited 
edition NO FRIENDS f lexi test pressings!! 




no friends - po box 12343 - Chicago, il - 60612 - nofriendszine.com 
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